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Introduction 

LIFE,  even  in  a  co-educational  college,  has 
a  way  of  getting  into  tangles,  and  "  A  Fresh- 
man Co-ed'  is  all  about  a  tangle  into  which 
Winifred  Lowe,  a  bright  and  likable  fresh- 
man, was  drawn  by  a  girl,  bright  but  not 
likable,  a  tangle  which  involved  Winifred's 
sorority,  the  president  of  the  college,  an  illus- 
trious alumna  and  many  others.  And  the 
way  in  which  she  was  extricated  from  her 
difficulties — how  unexpectedly,  by  whom  and 
with  what  great  result  to  the  college — is  also 
dealt  with  up  to  the  last  sentence  of  the  book. 

Those  who  have  become  interested  in  the 
lively  doings  of  the  Huntingdon  students 
will  find  in  "  A  Sophomore  Co-ed"  a  tangle 
of  a  totally  different  sort,  although  at  its 
heart  will  still  be  Winifred  Lowe  and  all  the 
attractive  friends  that  she  made  during  her 
freshman  year.  The  same  group  of  girls  ap- 
pears in  "A  Junior  Co-ed '  and  "A  Senior 
Co-ed." 
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CHAPTER  I 
IN  THE  CHANCELLOR'S  OFFICE 

AT  the  early  hour  of  seven-thirty,  one 
blustering  March  morning,  Winifred  Lowe, 
Chancellor  Haight's  private  secretary,  ran  up 
the  wide  stone  steps  of  the  Hall  of  Languages 
and  into  the  vestibule. 

"  It  beats  me,  Miss  Lowe,"  exclaimed  the 
janitor,  meeting  her,  "  how  you  can  get  here  so 
early  from  'way  across  the  city." 

"  By  starting  much  earlier  ! '  laughed  Win- 
ifred. "  Are  the  offices  nice  and  warm? ' 

"  Warm  as  toast,"  returned  the  janitor 
heartily.  Then,  as  she  ran  up  the  stairs,  he 
turned  and  sent  an  approving  glance  after  her, 
muttering,  "  I'd  have  'em  warm  for  that  slip 
of  a  girl  if  I  had  to  get  up  at  midnight  to  start 
the  fires !  " 

Although    Winifred    was    above    medium 
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height,  every  one  applied  terms  of  diminution 
to  her  because  of  her  other  rather  insignificant 
dimensions.  "  '  Extremely  slim/  people  say 
to  me,"  the  victim  of  slimness  often  gayly  re- 
marked, "  but  I  suspect  that  at  my  back  they 
say,  *  How  awfully  thin  that  girl  is ! ' 

On  the  second  floor,  she  passed  through  a 
big  outer  office,  fitted  a  key  into  the  lock  of  a 
door,  and  entered  the  private  office,  a  many 
windowed  room  looking  out  over  the  city  and 
on  beyond  to  the  distant  snow-sprinkled  hills 
which  girdled  Huntingdon. 

"  Now  for  the  letter  to  Helen  Joyce  Forest/' 
she  exclaimed  aloud,  "  and  may  it  succeed  in 
its  mission  ! ' 

She  hung  her  hat  and  coat  in  the  little 
dressing-room  behind  her  desk,  and  combed 
out  the  tangles  which  the  wind  had  put  into 
her  hair — "  tresses  of  brilliant  tow  color  ! ' 
she  was  wont  to  designate  the  fair  head  cov- 
ering which  nature  had  given  her.  Fixing 
the  last  pin  more  firmly  in  the  silky  roll  at 
the  nape  of  her  neck,  she  donned  a  big  black 
apron  and  funnel-shaped  brown  paper  cuffs, 
limbered  her  cold  fingers  over  the  hissing 
radiator,  and  bent  to  her  task. 
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Gradually,  below  her,  unheeded,  the  col- 
lege community  awoke  to  activity.  From  his 
home  facing  College  Road,  Professor  Nance, 
rotund  and  smiling,  lecture  notes  in  hand, 
took  his  leisurely  way  to  his  class  room  in 
the  Hall  of  Languages.  Simultaneously  an 
old  fashioned  phaeton,  behind  an  old  and 
wilful  horse,  drew  up  in  front  of  the  broad 
steps,  and  Dean  Holbrooke,  the  oldest  and 
best  beloved  of  the  faculty,  dismounted. 

A  group  of  young  men  came  rioting  joyfully 
out  of  a  brown  stone  house  at  the  right,  and 
with  arms  thrown  over  each  other's  shoulders, 
headed  toward  the  college,  disregarding  the 
regulation  walks.  Suddenly  one  of  the  group 
raised  a  fine  baritone  : 

"  And  when  in  after  years " 

Instantly  the  others  joined,  and  the  praise 
of  Delta  Kappa  Epsilon  rang  across  the 
campus  : 


"And  when  in  after  years  we  take 

Our  children  on  our  knee, 
We'll  teach  them  that  the  alphabet 
Begins  with  D.  K.  E." 
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A  building  at  the  corner  of  College  Road 
and  Fourth  Avenue  housed  a  girls'  eating 
club  which  was  each  morning  stormed  by 
nearly  forty  young  women  from  fifteen  to  five 
minutes  prior  to  the  first  recitation.  The 
hurried  movements  of  the  forty  gave  to  this 
part  of  the  "  Hill ''  an  appearance  which  had 
promptly  created  for  the  club  the  nickname 
of  The  Beehive. 

That  term,  the  "  Hill,"  stood  for  all  things 
collegiate  in  Huntingdon.  The  college  build- 
ings were  grouped  on  the  summit  of  an 
elevation  overlooking  the  city.  In  front  lay 
a  narrow  strip  of  campus  intersected  by  drives 
and  walks  and  bordered  by  College  Road. 
Behind,  stretched  acre  on  acre  of  campus, 
with  its  ball  grounds  and  grand  stand,  its  groves 
and  paths,  its  rustic  seats  and  trysting  places. 

Under  the  administration  of  Chancellor 
Haight  the  college  was  outgrowing  its  old 
bounds  rapidly.  Each  September  saw  the 
registration  list  of  freshmen  lengthen,  and 
each  June  sent  an  ever-increasing  number  of 
graduates  out  to  spread  abroad  the  praises  of 
their  alma  mater.  But  in  proportion  to  the 
increasing  number  of  students,  the  needs  of 
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the  college  increased,  and  for  two  years  the 
board  of  trustees,  headed  by  the  Chancellor, 
had  strained  every  nerve  toward  the  accom- 
plishment of  certain  gigantic  improvements, 
the  announcement  of  which  should  be  the 
crowning  glory  of  the  golden  jubilee  of  the 
college  to  be  celebrated  the  following  autumn. 

This  jubilee,  Founders'  Week,  was  known 
and  heralded  by  every  student  and  nearly 
every  alumnus  of  Huntingdon. 

Winifred,  bending  above  her  typewriter,  was 
familiar  with  the  term  from  the  working  side. 
"  If  I  survive  all  this  correspondence  concern- 
ing that  celebration,"  she  told  herself,  "  I 
shall  be  qualified  to  live  longer  than  the 
oldest  founder ! ' 

The  remark,  though  whimsical,  partially 
explained  the  tired  lines  on  the  girl's  face — 
but  only  partially.  It  was  not  a  face  which 
one  would  expect  to  see  in  a  position  of  busi- 
ness trust.  In  fact,  the  first  impression  one 
received  from  it  was  of  sweet — almost  child- 
like— femininity.  Above  the  eyes  rose  a  square 
smooth  forehead  whose  proportions  and  out- 
line contradicted  the  soft  round  chin  and  the 
mirth  of  the  eyes. 
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"  Up  there/'  Chancellor  Haight  once  re- 
marked with  a  smile,  "  lies  the  most  able  as- 
sistant I  have  ever  had." 

"  Yes,  but  the  rest  of  me,"  the  assistant 
had  retorted,  "  would  rather  preside  at  a  tea- 
table  than  at  a  typewriter  ! ' 

At  nine  o'clock,  just  as  she  was  signing 
"  Per  W.  L."  to  a  letter,  the  Chancellor  came, 
bringing  with  him  a  cheerful  largeness  and 
brusque  good  nature  which  permeated  the 
office  and  verified  Winifred's  fervent  opinion 
that  he  was  as  "  good  as  gold." 

Brushing  the  frost  from  his  gray  mustache, 
and  clearing  his  throat  in  a  rapid  succession 
of  "  ahems,"  he  pulled  the  morning  papers 
from  his  great  coat  pocket  and  threw  them 
on  his  desk,  at  the  same  time  exclaiming 
with  twinkling  eyes,  '•'  Good-morning,  little 
girl.  How's  the  weather  in  your  corner  this 
morning  ? ' 

Having  adopted  appropriate  terms  of  ad- 
dress toward  the  baby  Winifred  so  many 
years  before,  Chancellor  Haight  had  never  con- 
sidered necessary  a  change  of  terms  to  fit  the 
change  the  years  had  brought. 

"  The   weather    is    variable,   and    the    ba- 
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rometer  low/'  responded  Winifred  quickly. 
"  There's  a  thunder  shower  threatening  !  ' 

The  Chancellor  chuckled  and  bent  his  tall 
gaunt  form  over  the  radiator.  "  Your  replies 
are  your  father's  all  over  again,"  he  observed. 
Then  he  adjusted  his  eye-glasses  and  looked 
at  her  over  the  rims.  "  I  know  you're  hav- 
ing hard  work  these  days,  child.  This 
Founders'  Week  business  makes  work  for  us 
all — but  if  only  it  is  a  success — a  success " 

His  sentence  trailed  away  into  silence  in 
an  absent-minded  way.  He  sat  down  behind 
his  desk  and  pulled  out  his  watch.  "  I  ex- 
pect two  of  the  trustees  here  in  a  few  mo- 
ments," he  announced,  and  unfolded  one  of 
the  papers — "  the  committee  on  the  science 
building." 

"  Would  you  like  me  to  leave  when  they 
come  ?  '  asked  Winifred,  hopefully  reaching 
for  the  "  De  Amicitia  '  lying  on  her  desk. 

"  Leave?  Why  no — no  need  of  that " 

Here  he  strayed  into  the  newspaper  columns 
and  read  aloud  :  " '  Chancellor  Haight  re- 
ports that  the  mortgages  on  the  college  prop- 
erty will  be  burned  during  Founders'  Week — 
all  debt  liquidated — great  work  accomplished 
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— glowing  prospects  for  Founders'  Week 
Good  !  The  press  and  people  of  the  city  are 
awake  to  the  fact  they  have  a  live  institution 
in  their  midst — no,  child,  in  your  position  it's 
necessary  for  you  to  know  the  inside  work- 
ings of  the  trustee  affairs,  and  I  always  feel 
that  I  can  trust  Torn  Lowe's  daughter  as  in  my 
old  undergraduate  days  I  always  trusted  Torn.'3 

The  last  words  were  uttered  absently,  as 
the  Chancellor  waded  more  deeply  into  the 
article  on  Founders'  Week  prospects.  He 
swung  in  his  swivel  chair  slowly.  Intermit- 
tently he  ran  his  fingers  through  the  gray 
hair  behind  his  ears,  or  readjusted  his 
glasses. 

Finally,  Winifred  arose  briskly  and  laid  a 
pile  of  neatly  typed  pages  on  his  desk,  the 
first  beginning,  "  Mrs,  Helen  Joyce  Forest, 
Naples,  Italy." 

"  It's  really  the  first  time,"  the  Chancellor 
dropped  the  paper  on  top  of  the  pages,  "  that 
the  press  of  the  city  has  fully  aroused  itself  to 
our  importance — and  our  needs." 

"  Yes,"  responded  Winifred,  very  gently 
bringing  the  typed  sheets  to  the  top  of  the 
fascinating  newspaper  columns. 
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The  Chancellor  cleared  his  throat  rapidly 
and  picked  up  the  first  page.  "Ah — the  let- 
ter to  Mrs.  Forest — yes — I  remember — our 
plans  for  Founders'  Week — urging  her  to  be 
present " 

He  spread  the  faultless  sheets  on  the 
desk,  reading  a  sentence  here  and  there 
aloud. 

"  We  feel  that  the  celebration  of  Founders' 
Week  would  not  be  complete  without  your 
presence,  for  a  variety  of  reasons  :  Among  our 
illustrious  alumnae  you  occupy  first  place — 
as  founder  of  the  oldest  sorority  on  the  Hill — 
and  finally,  alumnae,  trustees  and  students 
are  asking  that  you  take  a  prominent  part  in 
the  dedication  of  the  magnificent  new  audito- 
rium which  your  generosity  has  raised." 

The  reader  looked  up  smiling,  and  his 
glasses  fell  off.  They  always  fell  when  he 
smiled,  but  he  had  grown  skilful  in  catching 
them  before  they  reached  the  desk.  "  Do  you 
suppose,  Winifred,  that  this  appeal  will  bring 
so  famous  a  novelist  and  essayist  across  the 
water  ?  " 

Winifred  laughed.  "  If  this  letter  doesn't 
succeed  we  will  write,  write  again  ! '  Then, 
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half  wistfully,  "  You  have  seen  her — talked 
with  her  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,  child  !  Mrs.  Forest  used  to 
attend  every  commencement  until  five  years 
ago.  Then  her  husband  died  and  she  went 
abroad  and  has  not  been  on  this  side  since.  I 
suppose/'  he  added,  glancing  at  the  front  of 
Winifred's  waist,  where,  securely  pinned  to  a 
fold,  was  a  tiny  pearl-studded  badge  consist- 
ing of  two  Greek  letters,  one  superimposed  on 
the  other,  "  that  every  one  wearing  that  pin 
will  be  glad  to  see  her." 

Winifred  looked  down  at  the  sign  of  her 
membership  in  Alpha  Gamma,  the  sorority 
which  Helen  Joyce  Forest  had  founded 
thirty  years  before.  "  Yes,  but  I  don't  think 
any  one  will  be  so  glad  as  I  shall  be." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  the  Chancellor.  "  Are  you 
a  hero  worshiper  ?  ' 

"  N-o,"  hesitated  Winifred.  "  It's  because 
Mrs.  Forest  writes  things  that  seem  intended 
just  for  me,"  and  sighing  a  little,  she  pushed 
her  copy  of  the  "  De  Amicitia '  further 
from  the  typewriter.  Freshman  Latin  came 
next  period,  and  she  had  not  opened  the 
book. 
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She  pillowed  her  chin  in  her  palm  and 
paused  a  moment,  glancing  from  the  window 
down  over  the  sloping  campus.  Directly  in 
front  of  Winifred's  window,  facing  College 
Road  and  the  Hall  of  Languages,  stood  a 
building  in  which  the  sorority  of  Alpha 
Gamma  was  handsomely  housed. 

Alpha  Gamma  was  the  first  Greek  letter 
organization  in  Huntingdon.  It  had  never 
established  itself  in  other  colleges,  but  from 
first  to  last  had  held  a  position  of  preemi- 
nence among  the  chapters  which  various  na- 
tional sororities  had  organized  in  the  college. 
And  if  this  place  of  honor,  together  with  the 
fame  of  its  founder  and  the  record  of  its  other 
aluninas,  had  fostered  rather  an  exaggerated 
pride  and  a  magnification  of  the  importance 
of  the  sorority,  it  had  also  fostered  in  the 
members  an  intense  loyalty  to  the  college,  a 
high  standard  of  moral  obligation,  of  self- 
sacrifice  and  of  good  scholarship. 

As  Winifred  was  turning  back  to  her  work, 
her  attention  was  arrested  by  a  big  red  tour- 
ing car  which  had  stopped  in  front  of  the 
chapter  house.  A  tall  girl,  in  a  long  fur  coat 
and  a  gay  hat  held  in  place  by  a  daring  red 
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automobile  veil,  ran  up  the  stone  steps  and 
disappeared  inside. 

"  Who  is  that  girl,  Winifred  ?  "  asked  the 
Chancellor  who  knew  but  few  of  his  fifteen 
hundred  students. 

He  had  asked  the  same  question  twice  be- 
fore during  the  preceding  autumn  when  his 
attention  had  been  attracted  by  the  red  car, 
and  each  time  that  Winifred  had  replied,  she 
had  expected  him  to  mention  an  event  which 
occurred  years  in  the  past,  but  each  time  he 
had  dropped  the  subject  with  no  further 
comments.  That  he,  a  lifelong  friend  of  her 
father,  could  forget  the  name  of  the  man  who 
had  caused  his  failure,  defrauded  him,  left  him 
helpless,  did  not  occur  to  her.  By  his  silence 
she  believed  that  the  Chancellor  meant  that  it 
was  best  for  her  to  pass  over  also  in  silence 
that  bygone  failure  and  all  connected  with  it. 

Therefore  she  looked  at  him  with  clear 
eyes,  simply  responding,  "  It's  Letitia  Acre, 
A.  B.  Acre's  daughter.'1 

The  Chancellor  nodded.  "  Yes,  I  remem- 
ber. You  have  pointed  her  out  before.  I  had 
forgotten.  Is  she  an  Alpha  Gamma?' 

"  No,    Chancellor    Haight,    she    is    not ! ' 
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The  reply  was  accompanied  by  a  flash  from 
Winifred's  dark  blue  eyes. 

At  this  point  Letitia  Acre  reappeared  accom- 
panied by  another  girl. 

"  Who's  that  ?  "  asked  the  Chancellor  idly. 

Winifred  drew  a  sheet  of  paper  from  her 
machine  patiently.  It  recorded  the  third  mis- 
take she  had  made  in  ten  minutes.  Work  and 
conversation  were  a  difficult  combination,  but 
she  replied  patiently,  "  Shirley  Dean,  one  of 
our  freshmen." 

The  Chancellor  turned  back  to  his  desk  and 
pulled  out  his  watch.  "  Nine-thirty,"  he  an- 
nounced. "  They  were  due  here  at  nine." 


CHAPTER  II 

MISS  LOUISE  WALLACE 

THE  chairman  of  the  science  hall  building 
committee  was  Ashley  Grey,  a  young  Hunting- 
don lawyer,  and  the  youngest  member  of  the 
board  of  trustees.  Grey  had  been  out  of  col- 
lege only  five  years.  He  was  an  enthusiastic 
alumnus,  keeping  in  close  touch  with  college 
life  in  all  its  phases. 

"  Send  for  Grey  to  whoop  it  up  in  chapel/3 
advised  the  president  of  the  Athletic  Associa- 
tion when  that  body  wished  to  infuse  the 
students  with  a  greater  interest  in  athletics. 

And  Grey  not  only  "  whooped  it  up,"  but 
headed  the  subscription  paper. 

"  If  Grey  will  go  up  to  Brown  with  us," 
said  the  captain  of  the  football  team  the  pre- 
vious autumn,  "  we'll  stand  a  better  chance 
of  winning.  He  can  get  more  work  out  of  the 
fellows  than  the  coach.'1 

Grey  went,  and  Huntingdon  scored  a 
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triumph,  although  the  young  lawyer  could 
not  speak  aloud  for  days  after. 

The  active  chapter  of  Delta  Kappa  Epsilon 
thought  no  fraternity  doings  complete  with- 
out him.  He  was  present  at  their  "  smokers," 
their  "  hops,"  their  "  frat "  meetings.  In  fact, 
college  life  still  held  a  greater  charm  for  him 
than  the  city  society,  a  fact  which  often  puz- 
zled his  city  friends. 

At  the  December  meeting  of  the  board  of 
trustees  it  was  decided  to  attempt  to  raise 
money  for  a  science  building.  The  over- 
worked Chancellor  could  not  be  expected  to 
take  the  initiative  in  the  movement  after  all 
that  he  had  accomplished  for  the  college 
within  a  few  months,  therefore :  "  Make 
Grey  chairman,"  the  members  advised  the 
president  of  the  board.  "  His  enthusiasm  will 
compel  people  to  give." 

Accordingly,  Grey  was  appointed  chairman. 
The  Chancellor  was  added  to  the  committee 
as  a  balance-wheel  against  the  youth  of  the 
others,  for  the  third  member,  Denim,  was  also 
young,  a  man  of  wealth  and  influence  in 
Huntingdon,  but  not  an  alumnus  of  the  college. 

When  in  March  the  three  members  of  the 
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committee  met  around  the  Chancellor's  desk, 
the  chairman  had  not  fulfilled  the  predic- 
tions of  his  friends  among  the  trustees.  To 
his  regret  he  had  not  "  made  good."  He  sat 
down,  opened  his  top  coat  and  thrust  it  back 
abruptly,  pulled  a  paper  from  his  inner 
pocket  and,  throwing  it  on  the  desk, 
drummed  on  it  lightly. 

"Well,  gentlemen,  what  luck?'  he  asked. 
There  was  a  note  of  discouragement  in  his 
tone  which  seldom  appeared  there.  "  I  hope 
one  of  you  has  a  hundred  thousand  to  re- 
port as  raised.  I  have  not." 

"  Nor  I." 

"  Nor  I." 

There  ensued  a  pause.  Denim  twirled  his 
hat  between  his  knees  and  looked  inquiringly 
from  the  Chancellor  to  Winifred  at  work  in 
her  corner.  Finding  that  no  attention  was 
paid  to  her  presence  by  the  others  he  leaned 
forward,  brought  his  hand  down  on  the  desk 
emphatically  and  relieved  his  mind. 

"  Gentlemen,  in  slang  parlance,  we  have 
bitten  off  more  than  we  can  swallow  in  this 
attempt.  To  raise  the  debt  and  build  the 
auditorium  are  gigantic  undertakings " 
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"  Which  are  practically  finished/'  inter- 
rupted the  Chancellor,  "  leaving  us  free  to 
bend  all  our  energies  toward  the  science  hall." 
His  tones  were  even  and  quiet. 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  Denim  spoke  impatiently, 
"  but  in  raising  money  to  liquidate  the  debt 
we  have  drained  the  pockets  of  the  alumni, 
trustees  and  friends  of  the  college.  The 
auditorium  represents  the  loyalty  of  the  only 
alumna  who  is  both  able  and  willing  to  come 
so  largely  to  our  aid.  Now,  where  shall  we 
turn  ?  To  whom  shall  we  apply  ?  I,  for  one, 
have  approached  every  one  whom  I  suspect 
of  favoring  the  college — and  with  no  result. 
On  every  hand  I  am  met  with  the  remark, 
1  I've  given  all  I  am  able  to  the  college  al- 
ready.' 

"  I  must  confess,  Denim/'  returned  Grey 
slowly,  "  that  your  experience  is  mine  ex- 
actly. If  only  we  had  set  this  project  going 
before  the  Chancellor " — with  a  genial  ap- 
proving laugh — "  had  drained  our  friends  of 
money  for  the  debt,  there  would  have  been 
some  chance  for  us.  But  I,  too,  have  tried  to 
prevail  on  every  one  I  know  to  put  his  hand 
into  his  pocket  for  us,  and  with  this  result." 
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He  tapped  the  paper  beneath  his  fingers. 
"  Here  is  a  paltry  five  thousand." 

Suddenly  Chancellor  Haight  straighteped 
himself,  settled  his  eye-glasses  firmly  on  his 
nose  and  raised  an  impressive  forefinger. 
"  Gentlemen,  we  need  that  science  building, 
and  we're  going  to  have  it." 

He  spoke  with  such  fervor  that  Denim 
fell  back  in  his  chair  and  stared.  But  a 
little  smile  of  admiration  played  around 
Grey's  mouth.  Grey  retained  his  student 
enthusiasm  for  Chancellor  Haight's  ability  to 
bring  things  to  pass. 

"  We  may  not  have  the  money  pledged  before 
Founders'  Week,  but — I  think  we  shall.  It 
has  been  a  big  undertaking  to  raise  the  debt 
— but  it  is  done.  Do  you  recollect  that  two 
years  ago  we  doubted  our  ability  to  accom- 
plish such  an  undertaking  ?  There's  our  mag- 
nificent auditorium '  The  Chancellor 

waved  his  hand  toward  the  west.  "  When 
the  matter  was  first  talked  over  in  trustee  meet- 
ing, you  remember  the  prevailing  sentiment 
was  '  It  can't  be  done  ! '  but,  to-day,  there  it 
stands — almost  complete — a  gift  of  the  woman 
whom  I  consider  the  greatest  graduate  this 
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college  has  ever  sent  out — Helen  Joyce  For- 
est ! " 

"  And  you,  Chancellor  Haight,"  Grey 
planted  both  feet  on  the  floor  and  swung  about, 
facing  the  other,  "  you're  the  man  who  is  re- 
sponsible for  all  that.  You're  the  only  one 
who  could ' 

"  No,  no."  The  Chancellor  brushed  aside 
the  tribute  almost  impatiently.  "  Had  you, 
Grey,  as  you  have  suggested,  had  the  first 
chance  at  the  pocketbooks  of  our  friends,  the 
money  for  the  science  hall  would  have  been 
promised,  and  the  debt  would  remain  un- 
pledged. " 

Grey  ran  his  fingers  through  his  hair  and 
laughed  ruefully.  "  But  at  present  there's  not 
a  show  for  the  hall  and  we,  Denim  and  I,  are 
at  the  end  of  our  rope.  Still,"  his  hopefulness 
cropped  out  under  the  influence  of  the  Chan- 
cellor's, "  we're  not  dead  yet.  If  I  can  scare 
up  a  man  with  money  that  he's  trying  to  dis- 
pose of  I'll  go  after  him — rest  assured  of  that ! ' 

From  the  halls  came  the  sound  of  an  electric 
gong  followed  by  the  tramp  of  hundreds  of 
feet.  Winifred  arose  and,  picking  up  her 
"  De  Amicitia,"  quietly  left  the  room. 
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Scarcely  had  she  reached  the  door  when 
Denim  leaned  forward  and  spoke  to  the  Chan- 
cellor in  a  low  tone. 

The  Chancellor  looked  surprised.  "  What, 
Miss  Lowe  ?  Why,  man,  you  need  not  hes- 
itate to  speak  of  our  most  private  college  af- 
fairs before  Miss  Lowe.  In  fact,  I  give  my 
most  important  letters  to  her  rather  than 
Williams."  He  jerked  his  thumb  toward  the 
outer  office.  "  Yes,  I  know  she  looks  a  mere 
slip  of  a  girl,  but  she's  more — she  is  a  woman 
of  sound  sense  and  good  judgment.  She's  the 
daughter  of  an  old  college  friend  of  mine, 
Tom  Lowe." 

"  Oh,"  Denim  looked  up  interested.  "  Tom 
Lowe,  eh?  I've  heard  of  Lowe.  Weal  thy  iron 
man — Pittsburg — went  to  smash  some  years 
ago." 

The  Chancellor  nodded.  "  Yes,  Tom  got 
badly  taken  in.  I  have  forgotten  the 
name  of  the  man  who  defrauded  him — but 
a  better  man  never  drew  breath  than  Tom 
Lowe." 

Denim  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  contempt 
of  the  Chancellor's  judgment.  "He  didn't 
know  that  about  business,"  snapping  his 
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finger    and    thumb ;  "  men    born    to   money 
seldom  do." 

As  Grey  and  Denim,  their  conference  ended, 
reached  the  office  door,  the  Chancellor,  his 
hands  clasped  behind  him,  his  eyes  on  the 
rug,  spoke  as  though  to  his  own  ears  only. 
"  My  experience  here  these  ten  years  has  been 
this  :  that  every  pressing  need  brings  a  friend 
with  the  necessary  relief.  And  the  relief  has 
come  usually  from  an  unexpected  quarter. 
Now,  our  need  for  larger  quarters  and  better 
equipment  for  the  science  department  has  be- 
come imperative,  and  my  faith  is  great — is 
great "  His  voice  trailed  away  into  si- 
lence as  it  often  did  under  stress  of  strong  emo- 
tion, and  the  two  left  him  standing  looking 
out  at  the  spot  reserved  for  the  science  build- 
ing between  the  Hall  of  Languages  and  the 
new  auditorium. 

In  the  hall  outside,  Grey  looked  at  his 
watch,  hesitated,  and  then  excused  himself  to 
Denim.  "  There's  some  one  in  the  building  1 
want  to  see,"  he  explained,  and  ran  lightly 
down  the  stairs  to  the  first  floor. 

"  Hello,  Grey,"  arrested  him  at  the  foot  of 
the  first  flight.  One  of  his  fraternity  men,  a 
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senior,  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder.  "  Com- 
ing around  to  frat  meeting  to-night  ?  5 

"  Anything  special,  Emerson?  ' 

"  A  couple  of  men  down  from  Colgate,"  re- 
turned the  senior.  "  Better  come  and  bring- 
some  of  the  other  alumni  with  you.  We  want 
to  show  those  Colgate  fellows  that  we're 
alive  ! " 

u  Well,  we  are  that ! '  cried  Grey  with  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  staunch  college  man.  "  I'll 
be  up — that  is,"  laughing,  "  if  I  survive  this 
descent  into  the  tombs,"  and  he  turned  down 
the  electric  lighted  flight  to  the  basement, 
wherein  were  the  chemical  laboratories, 
known  in  student  parlance  as  "  the  tombs." 

With  an  odd  hesitation  unusual  to  him, 
Grey  threaded  a  familiar  path  amid  ill-smell- 
ing bottles,  apparatus  and  dusty  shelves, 
greeted  here  and  there  by  a  long  aproned  stu- 
dent or  instructor,  until  he  arrived  at  a  certain 
corner  where  were  situated  a  high  narrow 
window,  a  table  and  a  girl. 

The  latter  was  enveloped  in  a  large  dark 
apron  buttoned  around  her  neck  and  hanging 
to  the  floor  in  shapeless  straightness.  She 
was  holding  a  glass  tube  up  to  the  light  of  the 
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half  window  and  regarding  a  dark  mixture 
attentively.  The  hand  that  held  the  tube 
was  large  but  shapely.  The  young  woman's 
movements  were  full  of  a  free-limbed  strength 
and  suppleness. 

"  Good-morning,  Miss  Wallace." 

The  tube  fell  with  a  crash  as  Louise  Wal- 
lace turned  an  astonished  face  on  her  caller. 
She  instantly  recovered  her  poise,  however, 
and  pointed  an  accusing  finger  at  the  frag- 
ments of  glass  on  the  table.  "  Mr.  Grey,  be- 
hold your  work  ! ' 

"  I'm  sorry,"  Grey's  tone  was  not  at  all 
penitent,  "  but  you  ought  not  to  have  been 
surprised  to  see  me  here.  Didn't  I  tell  you 
last  Wednesday  evening  that  some  day  this 
week  I  was  going  to  find  out  in  just  what  cor- 
ner of  the  tombs  you  were  embalmed  ?  Am 
I  not  fulfilling  a  promise?' 

The  girl  glanced  sidewise.  Her  eyes  were 
nearly  level  with  Grey's.  "  Yes,  you  have 
kept  a  promise  that  I  fail  to  remember  you 
made,  and  in  consequence,  I  have  lost  an  ex- 
periment. Conclusion,"  she  half  closed  her 
hazel  eyes,  "  do  I — or  don't  I — regret  that 
you  told  the  truth?" 
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"  Of  course  you  don't  regret  it,"  chaffed 
Grey.  "  Confess  now  that  you  would  have 
been  awfully  disappointed  if  I  had  not  come." 

"  But  how  could  I  have  been  disappointed," 
insisted  the  young  woman,  "  when,  as  I  have 
told  you,  I  don't  remember " 

"  Now,  Miss  Wallace,"  protested  Grey, 
"  don't  you  recall  the  fact  that  you  were  pres- 
ent at  the  Chancellor's  reception  to  the  se- 
niors and  alumni  last  Wednesday  evening  ?  ' 

"Yes." 

"  And  don't  you  remember  promenading 
with  this  humblest  member  of  a  most  illus- 
trious body  of  alumni  ?  ' 

Again  Louise  Wallace's  narrowed  laughing 
eyes  looked  into  his.  "  I  do  remember  prom- 
enading with  the  most  illustrious  member 
of  the  humble  body  of  alumni,"  she  retorted 
swiftly,  whereat  both  laughed  light-heartedly, 
Miss  Wallace  adding,  "  But  all  the  nonsense 
which  I  talked — and  heard — that  evening,  I 
have  erased  from  the  tablets  of  my  mem- 
ory." 

"  Nonsense  that  you  heard  !  ' '  quoted  Grey. 
"  That's  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all,  since 
sense  is  my  forte." 
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"  Your  batteries  must  be  masked  then  ! ''  re- 
taliated the  girl  merrily. 

A  few  moments  later,  Grey  emerged  from 
the  "  tombs/'  his  eyes  still  dancing.  But  as 
he  neared  College  Road,  his  pace  became 
slower  and,  finally,  he  turned  in  at  the  brown- 
stone  chapter  house. 

In  the  library  on  the  first  floor  he  found  the 
house  mother,  gentle  and  white  haired,  who 
had  presided  over  the  "  Deke  '  chapter  house 
since  before  the  college  days  of  the  young  law- 
yer. Grey  stopped,  as  usual,  for  a  moment's 
chat  with  her.  Then  he  sought  Emerson  in 
his  den  on  the  second  floor. 

"  Emerson,"  he  asked,  "  have  you  fellows 
made  out  the  invitation  list  for  the  April 
hop  ?  " 

Emerson  reached  for  a  paper  in  one  of  the 
pigeonholes  of  his  desk.  "  Yes,  here  it  is, 
and  a  dickens  of  a  long  list  it  is,  too  !  " 

Grey  took  the  paper  and  cast  his  eye  down 
the  names.  "  I  don't  see  the  name  of — er — 
Miss  Lowe,  here,"  he  said  at  length.  "  The 
Chancellor's  secretary,  you  know." 

"  No,  none  of  our  fellows  call  on  her.'5 

"  Um-hum,"    muttered    Grey    without   lis- 
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tening.  He  took  no  interest  in  Miss  Lowe, 
but  had  his  own  method  of  coming  at  things. 

"  Miss  Acre — Miss  Letitia  Acre,"  he  read 
aloud. 

"  Oh,  yes,  we  selected  her  among  the  first," 
returned  Emerson.  "  She's  only  a  freshman, 
but  she's  a  stunner,  and  if  I'm  not  mistaken 
she'll  carry  things  her  way  as  much  as  Miss 
Lowe  did  last  year — Miss  Isobel  Lowe." 

Grey  nodded.  Then,  "  What  about  Miss 
Wallace — Miss  Louise  Wallace  ?  I  don't  see 
her  name  here." 

Emerson  shook  his  head.  "  Her  name  was 
not  even  considered." 

Grey's  eyes  were  still  studying  the  list. 
"  Know  her?  She's  a  senior,  I  believe." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  her  in  a  general  way,  of 
course,  being  in  the  same  class.  She  has  never 
been  with  our  fellows  at  all.  She  isn't  a  girl 
who  has  ever  attracted  me,  somehow." 

Grey  bit  his  lips.  He  could  have  said  the 
same  thing  the  first  time  he  met  her. 

"Isn't  it  possible  to  add  her?'  he  asked 
with  sudden  bluntness,  laying  the  paper  down 
and  looking  up. 

Emerson  stared.     "  But,  Grey,"  he  argued 
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astonished,  "  the  list  is  so  long  that  we've 
been  obliged  to  cut  out  some  of  the  girls  we 
know  are  very  good  friends  of  our  own  frat, 

and,  then,  to  put  Miss  Wallace  on — unless " 

A  rapid  change  passed  over  the  senior's  face  as 
he  studied  the  other.  "  Of  course,  if  it's  a 
personal  matter  that  alters  the  case." 

A  few  moments  later,  Grey  departed,  and 
the  senior,  drawing  the  invitation  list  toward 
him,  added  the  name  of  Miss  Louise  Wallace, 
whistling  as  he  did  so,  his  eyebrows  raised. 


CHAPTER  III 

WINIFRED  OVERHEARS 

As  Winifred  left  the  office,  she  was  waylaid 
by  Lillian  Antwerp,  a  freshman  Alpha 
Gamma.  Lillian  separated  herself  from  the 
society  of  three  sophomores, — men  naturally 
gravitated  in  her  direction — and  slipped  her 
hand  a  moment  through  Winifred's  arm. 

"  The  girls  told  me  to  keep  both  eyes  and 
ears  open  for  you,  Winifred,"  she  whispered, 
"  and — dear  me  !  If  there's  not  that  Mr.  Sel- 
den  looking  this  way.  I  don't  want  him  to  see 
me.  That's  a  dear — stand  between  us — if  only 
you  lived  at  the  chapter  house — why  not, 
when  there  is  room  ?  Oh,  Winifred,  he  sees  me. 
Please  listen  hard  with  your  head  down — 
there  !  " 

The  two  made  their  way  through  the  hall, 
Winifred  smiling  broadly,  her  head  lowered 
attentively  while  Lillian  frantically  clutched 
her  arm  and  mumbled  nonsense  into  her  ear, 
one  eye  fixed  warily  on  the  shoes  of  the  luck- 
less Mr.  Selden. 

38 
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"  Now  that  danger  is  passed,"  she  mur- 
mured in  relief  as  the  sophomore  turned  down 
a  side  hall.  "I  was  awfully  afraid,  Winifred, 
he'd  invite  me  to  the  concert  Thursday  night, 
and  I  should  be  morally  obliged  to  accept,  be- 
cause no  one  else  has  invited  me.  But,  oh, 
Winifred,  you  ought  to  hear  him  talk  !  He 
has  asked  me  five  times  now  what  my  favorite 
study  is,  and  I've  told  him  a  different  branch 
every  time,,  Now  I've  exhausted  the  tree  and 
must  begin  all  over  again,  but  he  doesn't  re- 
member— he's  too  embarrassed.  Oh — Irene  ! 
I  must  see  her,"  and  away  flew  the  irrepressi- 
ble Lillian. 

"  There  !  "  exclaimed  Winifred  aloud  as  she 
mounted  the  stairs,  "  I  wonder  what  Lillian 
really  wished  to  tell  me." 

At  the  head  of  the  flight  she  paused  and 
stood  aside  out  of  the  path  of  the  hurrying 
throng  escaping  from  the  open  doors  of  the 
class  rooms.  Leaning  against  the  balustrade, 
she  looked  down  on  the  heads  of  the  ascend- 
ing people.  Few  spoke  to  her.  Her  thoughts, 
indeed,  had  drifted  back  to  the  office,  and  to 
the  subject  under  discussion  there,  and  she 
was  weaving  bitter-sweet  day-dreams.  If  only 
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she  possessed  her  father's  fortune,  what  would 
she  not  do  for  Huntingdon?  There  was  the 
science  hall.  She  would  surprise  the  Chan- 
cellor some  fine  morning  by  laying  before  him 
a  check  covering  the  building  and  its  equip- 
ments. That  would  be  exactly  what  her 
father  would  have  done  ten  years  before. 

Then  she  would  refurnish  the  chapter  house 
and — oh,  yes  !  The  Chancellor's  secretary  ! 
She  would  establish  a  fund  the  interest  of 
which  should  form  a  salary  for  that  over- 
worked individual,  a  salary  of  such  size  that 
she  would  not  be  obliged  to  pinch  and  save  as 
the  present  incumbent  of  the  office 

Here  Winifred  came  out  of  her  brief  dream 
with  a  start  and  crossed  the  hall,  finishing  her 
thoughts  with  a  sigh  as  she  caught  a  glimpse 
of  a  red  velvet  hat  elevated  above  the  sur- 
rounding heads.  "  If  only  I  had  father's 
money  now,"  the  hat  prompted  her  to  reit- 
erate. 

This  stylish  bit  of  red  velvet  crowned 
Letitia  Acre's  black  hair.  Letitia  was  stand- 
ing near  the  door  of  the  Latin  class  room 
talking  to  Shirley  Dean.  She  had  thrown 
her  long  fur  coat  over  her  arm  and  stood  forth 
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in  a  red  broadcloth  suit  which  became  her 
dark  beauty  and  tall  figure.  She  was  a 
young  woman  at  whom  passers-by  turned  to 
look  twice.  Everything  about  her  suggested 
luxury  and  abundance,  and  a  largeness  com- 
mensurate with  her  height.  There  was  in  her 
manner  a  suggestion  of  daring,  which,  how- 
ever, was  kept  so  nicely  in  check  that  even 
the  most  conservative  of  college  women,  the 
seniors  of  Alpha  Gamma,  pronounced  her 
charming. 

"  Most  stunning  girl  in  college — that  Miss 
Acre,"  remarked  one  man  to  another  as  they 
dodged  around  Winifred  in  the  crowd. 

"  Yep ! — the  best  student  in  the  freshman 
class,  and  popular  into  the  bargain,"  responded 
the  other. 

"  Isn't  this   Latin  tiresome,  Miss  Lowe  ?  ' 
Letitia  asked  as  Winifred  approached. 

Letitia's  manner  with  Winifred  was  always 
slightly  strained.  There  was  a  suggestion  of 
fear  and  furtive  watchfulness,  concealed  by  a 
forced  cordiality  whenever  chance  threw  them 
together. 

"  If  Cicero/'  Letitia  continued,  "  talked  as 
tiresomely  to  his  friends  as  he  does  about 
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them?  I  pity  them/1  Letitia's  voice  was 
slightly  raised  that  her  audience  might  num- 
ber as  many  as  possible.  Letitia  was  accus- 
tomed to  audiences. 

"  I'm  not  thinking  about  Cicero's  con- 
temporary victims,"  responded  Winifred 
brightly,  over  her  shoulder,  "  but  of  those 
in  the  twentieth  century,"  and  she  entered 
the  room  followed  by  half  a  dozen  chuckles. 

Dropping  into  her  chair,  she  hastily  opened 
her  book  and  attempted  to  make  some  head- 
way in  the  translation  of  Cicero's  opinions, 
but  study  was  impossible  in  the  buzz  of  con- 
versation which  filled  the  room. 

"  I  wonder  how  it  would  seem,"  thought 
Winifred,  "  to  know  at  three-fifteen  that  I  was 
free  for  the  day  except  for  the  preparation  of 
to-morrow's  work.  No  letters  to  write,  no 
dictation  to  take,  no  supper  to  prepare.  Let's 
see,  I'd  go  to  the  ball  game — no,  I  wouldn't, 
either.  I'd  go  down-town  and  look  at  the 
new  spring  dresses  and  hats  and  all  the  pretty 
summery  things." 

This  idea  prompted  her  to  raise  her  head 
and  look  at  the  two  girls  in  front  of  her. 
Letitia  Acre  was  leaning  back  easily  in  her 
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chair,  her  head  poised  lightly  on  one  side, 
her  chin  elevated  with  the  independent  air 
cultivated  by  many  years  of  flattery  and  un- 
disputed rule — especially  home  rule.  Wini- 
fred drew  a  long  breath  as  she  looked  at  the 
perfectly  shaped  shoulders,  the  slender  throat, 
the  shimmering  blackness  of  the  hair,  and 
her  verdict  was  stoutly  honest  albeit  a  shadow 
lurked  in  her  eyes. 

"  Even  if  her  father  did  cheat  mine,  Letitia 
is  handsome  and  stylish  and  brilliant  and 
popular." 

But  the  shadow  deepened  as  Winifred's  eyes 
fell  on  Letitia's  companion.  Shirley  was 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  Letitia's  chair  whisper- 
ing animatedly.  She  had  no  eyes  for  any  one 
save  Letitia,  no  praise  for  any  one  else,  no 
apparent  pleasure  in  any  one  else's  society. 
Shirley  was  a  bit  of  a  human  chameleon,  her 
opinions  bearing  the  impress  of  the  one  to 
whom  she  was  temporarily  attached. 

In  appearance,  however,  the  two  girls  were 
strikingly  unlike.  Against  Letitia's  compact, 
graceful  largeness,  was  Shirley's  plump,  roly- 
poly  smallness.  Letitia  was  dark,  Shirley 
fair,  with  curly  short  brown  hair  and  brown 
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eyes.  Into  Letitia's  careless  confidence  of 
manner  Shirley's  cuddling,  confiding  ways 
fitted  neatly. 

"  Miss  Lowe."  The  instructor  was  opening 
the  recitation. 

"  Not  prepared." 

Shirley  gave. her  shoulders  a  quick  upward 
jerk  of  displeasure.  Winifred  saw  and  winced. 
Then  she  bent  over  her  book,  and  with  the 
concentration  which  her  years  of  business  life 
had  cultivated,  let  not  one  point  in  the  text 
escape  her,  nor  one  word  uttered  by  the  inr 
structor. 

Alpha  Gamma  prided  itself  on  the  superior 
scholarship  of  its  members.  In  Shirley  Dean 
that  pride  was  gratified.  But  in  Winifred 
Lowe,  there  was,  to  judge  from  appearances, 
no  cause  for  pride. 

"  Miss  Lowe's  papers  are  fairly  good,"  her 
instructors  told  the  inquiring  Chancellor, 
"  but  she's  seldom  well  prepared  in  her  rec- 
itations, and  is  generally  behind  in  library 
and  laboratory  work."  Then  they  usually 
added,  "  Following  such  a  brilliant  sister,  we 
naturally  expected  better  things  of  her." 

Isobel  Lowe  had  graduated  the  previous  June. 
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"  But  remember  the  work  which  Winifred 
does,  and  be  as  lenient  with  her  as  possible," 
was  the  Chancellor's  kind  advice.  "  Isobel 
was  not  so  handicapped." 

After  the  recitation,  as  Winifred  was  leav- 
ing the  room,  Shirley  fell  back  beside  her  in 
a  way  she  seldom  had  done  of  late.  Before 
her  intimacy  with  Letitia,  Shirley  had  at- 
tached herself  to  Winifred  as  far  as  the  lat- 
ter's  limited  time  permitted.  The  fact  that 
they  two  were  the  only  members  of  Alpha 
Gamma  in  the  first  freshman  division  threw 
them  together  much  naturally.  Shirley  had 
walked  with  Winifred  and  sat  beside  her. 
She  had  insisted  on  helping  her  with  knotty 
bits  of  translations  or  problems  for  the  solu- 
tion of  which  Winifred  had  found  no  time. 

It  had  been,  "  Oh,  Winifred,  I  copied  those 
notes  for  you  yesterday  over  in  the  library — 
don't  thank  me — I  have  loads  of  time  that 
you  lack." 

Or,  "  Now,  don't  come  down  to  set  the 
chapter  hall  to  rights " — the  duty  of  the 
freshman  girls — "  I  did  that  for  you  y ester- 
day." 

This  pleasant  state  of  affairs  existed  during 
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the  first  semester.  Then  Shirley's  attitude 
changed.  She  avoided  Winifred,  meeting  her 
with  the  constraint  which  always  follows  lost 
intimacies.  Now  she  laid  her  hand  on  the 
other's  arm,  while  her  eyes  followed  Letitia's 
figure  down  the  hall. 

"  How  becoming  red  is  to  Letitia." 

"  Very  becoming/'  agreed  Winifred,  and 
waited,  feeling  intuitively  that  Shirley  had 
some  object  in  view. 

The  latter  fluffed  out  her  short  brown  hair 
over  her  ears,  still  watching  the  girl  in  red. 
Then : 

"  What  a  brilliant  record  she  is  making, 
isn't  she?  In  Latin  now — everything  is  on 
the  tip  of  her  tongue  as  it  was  this  morning.'3 

Winifred  bit  her  lip.  Her  own  reply  of 
"  Not  prepared  '  had  passed  the  recitation  on 
to  Letitia. 

"  Why,"  Shirley  continued  with  rising 
enthusiasm,  "  there's  not  a  member  of  the 
freshman  class  who  can  approach  her  as  an 
all-around  student ;  and  she  does  her  work  so 
easily,  too.  I  heard  Professor  Holtz  say  he 
thought  she  would  hold  the  place  in  college 
that  your  sister  held.  And,  then,  to  think 
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that  she's  not  an  Alpha  Gamma  !  I  think 
it's  dreadful/3  Shirley  continued  emphat- 
ically, "  that  our  number  rule  must  needs 
keep  her  out  of  sorority  when  we  all  want 
her  so  badly/3 

The  girls  had  approached  the  window  at 
the  end  of  the  hall  where  they  stood  looking 
down  on  the  snow  which  still  lingered  on 
northerly  exposures. 

"  That  rule,  like  all  Alpha  Gamma  rules, 
is  rather  strict,"  Winifred  replied  slowly, 
and  then  changed  the  subject  lightly,  turning 
away.  "  But  I  must  not  stay  here  and  gossip, 
when  a  stack  of  work  is  awaiting  me  in  the 
office!"  H  . 

"  Oh,  Winifred,"  Shirley  called  after  her, 
"  Lily  told  you  that  there  is  a  chapter  meet- 
ing at  four,  didn't  she?  " 

Winifred  paused.     "  No — what " 

Shirley  came  and  whispered,  "  It's  to  raise 
money  for  the  house  furnishings — bothersome 
thing  now,  just  as  I  have  to  have  new  suits 
and  hats  and  everything." 

Winifred  went  slowly  and  soberly  down 
the  stairs.  "  I  ought  not  to  spend  the  time  to 
go,"  she  thought,  "  but  if  I  don't  maybe  the 
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girls  will  think  me  a  shirk.  And  if  I  do  go, 
what  can  I  afford  to  pledge  ?  ' 

"  Nothing,"  her  common  sense  told  her, 
but  pride  arose  in  revolt. 

On  the  first  landing  she  stopped  suddenly 
and  looked  down  at  her  hands.  The  "  De 
Amicitia '  was  missing.  "  I  must  have  laid  it 
on  the  window  sill  in  the  hall/7  she  reasoned, 
and  retraced  her  steps. 

Shirley  and  Letitia  were  standing  at  the 
window.  As  Winifred  came  up  behind  them 
she  heard  Letitia  say  in  a  suppressed  and  re- 
sentful tone :  "  And  Alpha  Gamma  would 
be  far  better  off  without  her  than  with  her. 
She  doesn't  amount  to  anything,  anyway! 
She  never  goes  anywhere,  nor  recites  as 
though  she  knew  anything.  Your  Alpha 
Gammas  must  realize  it,  even  if  they  do  ig- 
nore it." 

Winifred  stopped  short,  her  eyes  on  the 
back  of  the  dark  head  of  the  speaker.  She 
recognized  the  portrait  drawn,  recognized  it 
in  bitterness  of  spirit. 

Shirley's  brief  reply  was  inaudible,  then, 
Letitia's  voice  pitched  higher.  "  I  shall  cer- 
tainly not  come  back  next  year  unless  I  can 
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be  an  Alpha  Gamma — I've  made  up  my  mind 
to  that ! " 

Swiftly  Winifred  turned  and  hurried  back 
down  the  stairs.  Her  eyes  burned,  and  a 
spot  of  red  appeared  on  either  cheek. 

Swinging  along  the  lower  hall  in  an  easy, 
careless  fashion  came  a  tall  girl  with  a  wide 
smiling  mouth.  She  caught  Winifred's  arm 
in  a  firm  grasp  and  swung  her  about,  tilting 
up  a  chin  which  showed  an  inclination  to 
quiver. 

"  Danger  signals,"  proclaimed  a  low  but 
breezy  voice,  its  owner  gazing  fixedly  at  Win- 
ifred's cheeks.  "  What's  the  matter  ?  ' 

Winifred's  lips  trembled  in  her  efforts  to 
smile.  "  N-nothing,  Louise." 

"  Whew  I '  Louise  Wallace's  tone  was 
dryly  humorous.  "  Might  have  known  in 
advance  that  you'd  say  '  nothing.'  She  drew 
Winifred's  hand  through  her  arm  and  walked 
with  her  to  the  office  door.  "  For  the  dear  truth- 
ful little  freshman  that  you  are,  you  certainly 
tell  the  .most — well — we  won't  name  'em. 
You're  something  like  me  when  I  was 
young  and  bashful,  and  broken  out  an  inch 
deep  with  the  measles.  The  old  family  doc- 
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tor  came  in  and  just  for  an  opening  remark, 
I  suppose,  said,  says  he,  '  And  how  is  our 
little  girl  this  morning  ?  '  And  the  little  girl, 
as  scared  as  a  rabbit,  quavered,  '  I  am  very 
well,  thank  you.' 

Winifred's  smiles  were  not  forced  now. 

"  When  are  you  coming  home?'  asked 
Louise  abruptly. 

Winifred  hesitated.  "  I  can't  say.  There's 
work  here,"  nodding  at  the  office  door,  "  and 
then  a  sorority  meeting  to  attend 

"  Forget  the  meeting,"  advised  Louise 
briskly,  "  and  for  once  slight  the  work. 
Didn't  I  tell  you  this  morning  that  Cousin 
Anne  says  you're  looking  peaked?  And 
when  MrSo  Anne  Sweet  finds  one  of  her 
lodgers  'peaking'  she  doses  them  with  boneset 
and  catnip.  So  you'd  better  be  careful ! ' 


CHAPTER  IV 

LOYAL  LANDON 

IT  was  a  tired  Winifred  who  at  four  o'clock 
joined  the  other  twenty-seven  members  of  the 
active  chapter  of  Alpha  Gamma  in  the  chap- 
ter house.  She  slipped  in  quietly,  and  sat 
down  on  a  window  bench  in  a  corner  of  the 
library  while  waiting  for  the  general  exodus 
to  the  chapter  hall  two  flights  up. 

Her  position  on  the  edge  of  the  group  was 
significant  of  her  year  in  college.  Overwork 
and  the  struggle  for  an  existence  in  college 
life  kept  her  on  the  edge  of  everything. 
Twenty  of  the  girls  lived  in  the  house.  Seven 
had  homes  in  the  city,  but  spent  their  leisure 
largely  at  the  sorority  home.  The  twenty- 
eighth  stood  alone  in  her  way  of  living  and 
working  and  in  the  fact  that  she  had  no  leisure 
for  pleasures.  Of  course  the  Alpha  Gammas 
understood  why  she  had  no  time  to  remain  at 
the  chapter  house  for  dinner  ;  no  time  to  drop 
in  for  the  jollifications  Friday  evenings,  no 
time  often  to  attend  chapter  meetings/  no 
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time  for  ball  games  nor  the  Saturday  concerts 
in  the  chapel  nor  receptions.  Every  one  un- 
derstood, but  alas  !  the  understanding  helped 
no  one  to  a  really  intimate  acquaintance  with 
the  little,  fair-haired  girl  on  the  corner  bench. 

It  was  not  that  she  was  ever  left  alone  when 
she  did  appear  among  the  Alpha  Gammas. 
They  lacked  nothing  in  cordiality,  in  sisterly 
attentions  toward  her.  In  fact  they  put  forth 
efforts — visible  efforts — to  make  her  one  with 
them,  but  there  was  a  community  of  interest 
among  the  twenty-seven,  born  of  constant 
companionship,  which  Winifred  did  not  share. 
But  above  all  else,  this  community  living  fos- 
tered an  exaggerated  pride  in  Alpha  Gamma 
which  Winifred  sensitively  felt  that  her  fail- 
ure and  apparent  social  lacks  must  wound. 
But  here,  again,  the  attitude  of  the  sorority 
was  that  of  kind  silence  with  one  exception — 
Shirley  Dean. 

Winifred  had  entered  the  chapter  house  un- 
noticed, but  before  long  Annie  Fulton,  one  of 
the  seniors,  spied  her.  "  I'm  so  glad  you 
came,  dear,"  she  said  ;  "  and  now  that  you're 
here,  stay  to  dinner  with  us,  can  you  not?' 

Winifred  shook  her  head  wistfully.     "  It's 
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the  old  story,  Annie,  no  time."  She  at- 
tempted to  speak  gayly.  "  I  am  keeping  my 
eyes  on  the  clock  now  because  I  must  be  back 
in  the  office  at  four-thirty.'' 

"  In  that  case  we'll  hurry  the  meeting,"  ex- 
claimed Annie.  She  arose  and  spoke  in  a 
tone  of  authority.  "  Come,  girls,  I  shall  call 
the  meeting  to  order  in  five  minutes,"  and 
then  mounted  the  stairs,  one  hand  on  Wini- 
fred's shoulder. 

The  girls  streamed  after  her  chattering  and 
laughing. 

"  Oh,  Janet/5  Lillian  Antwerp  leaned  over 
the  balustrade  and  spoke  to  the  maid.  "  If 
any  one  calls  for  me  tell  him " 

"  Him,"  repeated  a  chorus  behind  her. 
"  Which  him  are  you  expecting  now  ? ' 

"  Oh,  girls,  do  give  me  an  opportunity  to 
think  and,  incidentally,  speak,"  Lillian  threw 
over  her  shoulder.  Then  to  the  maid,  "  If  any 
caller  should  stray  in " 

"  Ask  him  if  he's  lost,  strayed  or  stolen  !  " 
from  the  chorus. 

"  Tell  him,"  continued  Lillian  raising  her 
voice,  "  that  we  are  in  chapter  meeting  and 
will  be  down  in  a  few  minutes." 
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"  Lily  Antwerp  I  You  know  we'll  be  up 
here  until  dinner  time." 

"  Well,  that's  only  an  hour ! '  retorted 
Lillian.  "  If  he  can't  wait  that  long  he  doesn't 
deserve  to  see  me." 

"  I  know  what's  in  the  wind,"  cried  Rose 
Lane.  "  Lillian  is  expecting  a  bid  to  the 
Wednesday  evening  concert  next  week." 

"  One  ?  ;  cried  a  gay  freshman  voice. 
"  Lily  have  only  one  !  If  she  doesn't  have 
three  I'll  lose  my  guess." 

The  girls  trooped  through  the  upper  hall, 
the  anteroom  and  into  the  chapter  hall,  the 
sanctum  sanctorum  of  the  Alpha  Gamma 
sorority. 

"  There's  a  man  in  our  Greek  class,"  con- 
tinued the  freshman's  voice.  "  He  sits  and 
stares  at  the  back  of  Lily's  head  as  though 
it " 

"  Oh,  Winifred/'  called  one  of  the  seniors 
from  across  the  room,  "  I  heard  a  lovely  thing 
about  your  sister  to-day.  The  faculty  can't 
forget  her.  Professor  Tissot  told  me  that  she 
had  the  best  accent  of  any  native  born  Ameri- 
can he  had  ever  met." 

"  Three  cheers  for  Alpha  Gamma  and  Iso- 
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bel  ! "  exclaimed  the  irrepressible  Lillian,  and 
every  girl  sought  her  handkerchief.  "  Now  ! ' 
The  handkerchiefs  waved  in  unison— all  ex- 
cept Lillian's.  She  waved  her  hands.  "  Lost 
the  last  handkerchief  to-day  that  I  possess 
outside  of  the  laundry,"  she  explained  in  an 
undertone. 

"  Alpha  Gamma  has  all  the  best  students 
in  college,  always/'  sounded  a  proud  voice 
near  Winifred. 

"  No,  she  hasn't/'  Shirley  flashed  from  the 
other  end  of  the  room,  "  so  long  as  Letitia 
Acre  is  not  an  Alpha  Gamma,'3 

Lillian  interrupted  the  general  sigh  of  re- 
gret which  arose  by  springing  to  her  feet  with 
a  cry  of  "  The  door-bell !  I  hear  it  this  min- 
ute, and  I  know  it's  for  me.  Annie,"  she 
turned  with  a  bright  pout  toward  Annie  Ful- 
ton, the  presiding  senior,  who  was  taking  her 
place  behind  the  table  at  the  head  of  the 
room,  "  can't  I  go  see  if  it's  for  me  ?  3 

Annie  laughed  and  shook  her  head. 

"  Tell  you  what  I'll  do,"  proposed  Lillian, 
"  I'll  give  ten  dollars  toward  the  house  fund  for 
exactly  five  minutes'  absence,"  and  she  disap- 
peared amid  another  waving  of  handkerchiefs. 
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The  presiding  officer  with  great  dignity 
dropped  the  gavel  and  stated  the  object  of  the 
meeting  briefly.  No  extended  statement  was 
necessary,  as  all  the  girls  understood  that  the 
active  chapter  and  alumnaB  were  together 
making  the  attempt  to  refurnish  the  lower 
rooms  of  the  chapter  house  before  Founders' 
Week. 

"  The  active  chapter  really  ought  to  furnish  ' 
the  rooms  alone,"  Annie  finished,  "  because  our 
alumnse  have  offered  to  bear  the  burden  of 
entertainment  during  Founders'  Week.     Each 
of  us  ought  to  make  some  sacrifice.'3 

"  I  think  so,  too,"  Rebecca  Bicknell  in- 
formed her  corner.  "  I  always  tell  strangers 
that  ours  was  the  first  house  on  the  Hill 
owned  by  a  fraternity  ;  and  no  one  doubts 
me,  for  the  furniture  tells  the  same  story  ! ' 
A  giggle  was  quelled  by  a  look  from  the  presi- 
dent, and  the  cause  of  the  giggle,  with  an 
innocent  face,  spoke  modestly  aloud :  "I'll 
get  a  ready-made  suit  rather  than  a  tailor- 
made  one  and  give  ten  dollars." 

"  Yes,"  a  scornfully  good-natured  whisper 
crossed  Winifred's  ear,  "  and  you'll  send  to 
New  York  for  it,  and  it  will  look  better  than 
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mine  made  by  a  Huntingdon  tailor.  Great 
self-sacrifice  that !  ' 

"  I  shall  go  without  chocolates  the  rest  of  the 
year/'  declared  Hazel  Winchel.  "  And ' 

"  Oh,  Hazel,"  protested  her  roommate,  "  isn't 
there  something  else  you  can  go  without  in- 
stead ? '  Every  one  laughed,  knowing  that 
Hazel's  chocolate  boxes  stood  open  in  her 
room  free  to  all  comers. 

A  clock  on  the  second  floor  chimed  the 
half  hour  and  called  Winifred  to  work. 
Slipping  across  to  the  door  she  passed  the 
table  and  stooping  whispered  in  Annie  Ful- 
ton's ear. 

"  All  right,  dear,  thank  you,"  returned 
Annie  as  cordially  as  she  had  smiled  at  the 
contribution  of  ten  dollars. 

"  Only  one  dollar  ! '  murmured  Winifred 
running  down  the  stairs.  "  Oh,  dear !  I  wish 
I  could  make  it  five/3  Shirley  followed  her 
down  to  the  second  hall  and  passing  her  with 
a  "  Four  o'clock  is  a  poor  time  for  a  meeting, 
isn't  it  ?  '  went  on  to  her  room  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  hall. 

Winifred  swallowed  a  lump  in  her  throat. 
Shirley  had  smiled,  had  spoken  pleasantly, 
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but  had  not  looked  at  her — very  different 
from  the  Shirley  of  three  months  before. 

A  fierce  March  wind  was  sweeping  over  the 
Hill  when  Winifred  emerged  from  the  chap- 
ter house.  She  had  scarcely  begun  the  ascent 
to  the  college  when  a  great  blast  bore  down 
upon  her,  pushed  her  from  the  walk,  tilted 
her  hat  over  her  eyes,  and  whirled  her  about 
until  she  faced  the  Psi  Upsilon  fraternity 
house,  and  saw  from  beneath  her  hat  brim  a 
pair  of  long  stout  legs  hastening  toward  her. 

The  owner  of  the  long  legs  was  Landon 
Stearns,  Jr.,  the  only  man  in  the  co-educa- 
tional college  whom  she  knew  well,  and  had 
their  friendship  not  dated  back  to  their  Pitts- 
burg  childhood  days  together,  she  would  not 
have  known  him  at  all.  Like  Winifred,  Lan- 
don was  a  freshman,  though  unlike  her,  he 
had  no  need  to  worry  over  money.  So  care- 
fully did  the  young  man  live  within  his  al- 
lowance, however,  and  so  strictly  did  he  keep 
his  accounts,  that  few  of  his  friends  ever 
thought  of  him  as  a  rich  man's  son. 

"  If  I  can  prevent  my  money  from  ruining 
my  boy/'  Winifred  once  heard  Landon  Stearns, 
Sr.,  say,  "  I  shall  count  my  life  a  success/' 
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So  far?  judged  by  his  own  standard,  the 
father  had  been  successful.  Landon  Jr. 
seemed  to  waste  no  time  except  the  hours  af- 
ter recitations  when  he  studied  the  bulletins 
in  the  hall  outside  the  Chancellor's  office  wait- 
ing to  tell  Winifred  a  bit  of  home  news  or  to 
walk  down  to  the  car  with  her. 

"  This  breeze,"  he  called  now,  breaking  into 
a  run,  "  makes  traveling  rather  difficult, 
doesn't  it?" 

"  It  doesn't  seem  to  affect  your  movements 
in  the  least,"  gasped  Winifred.  "  It  must  be 
nice  to  be  big — and  solid  ! ' 

Landon  laughed,  pulled  her  back  to  the 
walk  and  interposed  his  bulk  between  her  and 
the  wind.  "  I  was  weighed  last  night.  Guess 
how  much." 

Winifred  looked  him  over  with  speculative 
eyes,  and  Landon  squared  his  shoulders. 
They  were  broad  shoulders,  just  level  with 
Winifred's  small  ear.  His  thick  dark  hair, 
slightly  curly,  made  his  head  appear  larger 
than  it  really  was.  His  clear  skin  was  burned 
by  wind  and  sun.  His  eyes,  as  dark  as 
his  hair,  twinkled  down  boyishly  at  the 
guesser. 
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"  One  hundred  sixty,"  she  hazarded. 

"  Add  ten  and  you  have  it,"  boasted  Landon 
proudly. 

His  speech  was  interrupted  by  the  honk- 
honk  of  a  big  red  touring  car  which  swept 
past  them.  Landon  raised  his  hat,  and  Wini- 
fred turned  her  head  in  time  to  catch  a  gay 
greeting  from  Letitia  and  Shirley,  directed 
principally,  however,  at  Landon.  Shirley 
had  evidently  been  excused  from  the  meeting 
for  no  more  important  business  than  this 
windy  ride. 

"  Miss  Letitia  Acre,"  announced  Landon. 
"  Doesn't  she  go  it  some,  though  ! '  Then, 
"  By  the  way,  Winifred,  I  wish  you'd  go  to 
her  hop — won't  you  ?  — you  never  stir  out  any- 
where ! ' 

Winifred  glanced  up  surprised.  "  What 
hop  ?  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Hasn't  your  bid  reached  you  yet?  Ours 
came  last  night.  You'll  find  yours  prob- 
ably at  the  chapter  house.  She  is  entertain- 
ing your  sorority  and  our  fraternity  next — 
let's  see — a  week  from  Friday  night.  Haven't 
any  of  your  girls  spoken  to  you  about  it?  J 

Winifred    shook    her    head.     "  No,   but   I 
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don't  wonder  at  that.  We've  been  busy  to- 
day with  other  affairs,  and  besides,  I  scarcely 
have  the  time  to  see  any  of  them." 

"  Miss  Dean/'  suggested  Landon.  "  She's 
in  your  division  this  semester,  isn't  she?' 

A  change  came  over  Winifred's  face.  "  Yes 
— but  she  is  busy,  usually,  with  Miss  Acre.'1 

"Sort  of  a  case  of  David  and  Jonathan, 
isn't  it?"  Landon's  lips  were  smiling,  but 
his  eyes  were  regarding  his  companion  with  a 
puzzled  expression  in  their  pleasant  depths. 
He  noticed  that  always  at  the  mention  of  Leti- 
tia's  name  a  subtle  change  came  over  Wini- 
fred, and  he  felt  vaguely  that  there  was  some- 
thing back  of  the  change  which  he  ought  to 
remember. 

"  But  you'll  go,  won't  you,  Winifred,  next 
Friday  night  ?  A  hop  at  The  Armitage  will 
be  a  fine  affair — especially  when  the  Acres 
give  it."  The  Armitage  was  the  most  exclu- 
sive family  hotel  in  the  city.  There  Letitia 
and  her  mother  had  an  apartment. 

"I — I  probably  shall  receive  no " 

Winifred  hesitated.  "  You  know  I  have  no 
time " 

Landon  unceremoniously  cut  her  sentence 
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short.  His  face  lighted  suddenly.  "  Gee 
whiz  ! '  he  cried,  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  Wini- 
fred, but  I've  thought  of  something  for  the 
first  time.  I  never  before  connected  this 
Chicago  Acre,  Letitia's  father,  with  the  Pitts- 
burg  Acre  who  was  your  father's  partner  ! ' 

Winifred  bent  her  head  lower  before  the 
wind. 

"  It's  the  same  man,  isn't  it?  "  urged  Lan- 
don. 

"  Yes."  Winifred's  voice  was  low  but  in- 
tense. 

"  And  after  Acre  swindled  your  father " 

Landon  paused.  Winifred  filled  the  pause. 
"  He  went  to  Chicago  and  started  in  business 
there." 

"  Well,  say ! '  Landon  burst  out  impetu- 
ously. "  Why  under  the  sun  haven't  you  re- 
minded a  fellow  of  all  this  before  ?  Of  course 
I  was  a  kid  when  it  happened,  but  I've  heard 
father  speak  about  it — the  rascal !  Why 
didn't  you  tell  me?" 

Winifred's  reply  was  so  low  that  Landon 
was  not  sure  he  had  heard  aright.  "  I — that 
is,  Landon,  it  would  not  have  been  fair  to  Le- 
titia  to  remind  you  of  it " 
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Landon  threw  the  remark  from  him  with 
a  scornful  gesture.  "  As  though  Miss  Acre 
needed  any  protection  ! ' 

"  No,  no  ! '  Winifred's  words  were  halting. 
"  It's  not  all  on  her  account — it's  on  my  own 
partly — I  resolved — that  is,  I  don't  dare  to  in- 
dulge my  ugly  feelings  by  talking  it  over — I 
try  hard  not  to  think." 

Landon,  unaccustomed  to  excursions  into 
the  land  of  self-analysis,  replied  vaguely, 
"  Talking  would  make  you  feel  better/3 

"No."  Winifred's  reply  was  swift.  "I 
know — you  know — that  it  would  be  dishon- 
orable for  me  to  try  to  prejudice  people 
against  Letitia  on  account  of  her  father's 
meanness — she  was  not  responsible  for  it,  al- 
though we  were  both  old  enough  to  under- 
stand what  was  done.  And  if  I  told  it  would 
be  merely  to  gratify  my  horrid  feelings  against 
her.  I'm  ashamed  of  them,  so  ashamed,  and 
yet  I  have  them." 

"  Well,"  insisted  Landon  bluntly,  "  I  don't 
see  any  call  particularly  to  love  some  one  who 
is  riding  around  in  your  auto  and  spending 
your  money " 

A  quickly  suppressed  sound  of  choking  be- 
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side  him  caused  the  young  man  to  change  his 
tactics  hurriedly.  He  thrust  his  hands  into 
his  pockets  and  chuckled  grimly. 

"  See  here,  Winifred,  ever  think  of  this  ? 
There's  one  thing  that  she  hasn't  succeeded  in 
buying  with  your  money — and  that's  a  place 
in  Alpha  Gamma.  There's  where  you're 
ahead ! " 

"  Don't,  Landon,"  begged  Winifred. 
"  There's  such  a  mean  satisfaction  in  that 
thought — and  I  can't  get  rid  of  it." 

"  Well,  I  shouldn't  try,'3  spoke  Landon 
promptly,  adding  extravagantly,  "  I  think 
she'd  give  her  eyes  to  be  an  Alpha  Gamma." 

"  I  think  she  would  like  to  be,"  assented 
Winifred.  Then  she  curbed  herself.  "  There ! 
Don't  let's  talk  about  her  any  more,  Landon 
— I — I  must  not." 

"  All  right,"  agreed  Landon,  reluctantly, 
"  but  you  have  not  altered  my  opinion  of 
her.  I  never  went  in  much  for  Miss  Acre 
myself." 

Winifred  smiled  understandingly.  "  You're 
a  nice  boy,  Landon."  In  their  'teens  the 
girl  had  been  so  much  older  in  experience, 
had  grown  up  so  much  more  rapidly,  that  she 
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was  as  yet  unconscious  that  Landon  had  ap- 
proached her  in  maturity  0 

He  flushed  now,  exclaiming  half  resentfully, 
"  Oh,  cut  out  all  that  '  nice  boy/  can't  you  ? 
One  would  think  to  hear  you  that  I  am  ten 
years  your  junior  instead  of  six  weeks." 

"  Is  it  only  six  weeks  ? '  asked  Winifred 
doubtfully.  Then  she  looked  him  over  with 
a  mischievous  laugh.  "  But  some  one  has 
said,  Landon,  that  a  man  is  only  as  old  as  he 
looks.  But  that  a  woman,"  Winifred  continued 
to  quote,  her  eyes  dancing,  "  is  as  old  as  she 
feels ;  and  judged  by  that  I'm  thirty  odd 
years." 

Landon  looked  at  her  in  boyish  concern  as 
they  entered  the  vestibule.  "  I  do  wish  you 
weren't  obliged  to  work  so  hard,  Winifred. 
If  only  you'd  let  father  lend  you  the 
money " 

Winifred's  head  went  back  in  a  proud,  de- 
termined gesture.  "  I  won't  be  saddled  with 
debt." 

Landon  held  open  the  door  for  her  to  pass. 
"  It's  pride,"  he  declared.  "  Father  wouldn't 
care  when  you  paid — or  if  you  never  did." 


CHAPTER  V 

WHISTLING    GIRLS 

THE  old  adage,  "  Whistling  girls  and  crow- 
ing hens  always  come  to  some  bad  ends," 
Winifred  certainly  hoped  did  not  apply  to 
her,  for  in  the  privacy  of  her  "  light  house- 
keeping apartment "  she  was  given  to  whistling. 

"  I  can't  sing,"  she  explained  to  Mrs. 
Sweet,  her  landlady,  "  but  I  feel  like  making 
a  joyful  noise,  especially  when  the  blues  are 
the  thickest!" 

Mrs.  Sweet  merely  wrung  her  apron, 
evolved  herself  through  a  process  which  re- 
sembled the  clucking  of  a  hen,  and  finally 
broke  into  a  delighted,  "  Do  hear  the  child 
talk  !  As  if  the  blues  ever  come  a-nigh  her ! ' 

To  this  extent  was  Winifred  deceitful — she 
whistled  cheerfully  with  the  blues  "  a-nigh  ' 
her.     They  were  very  near  the  morning  after 
she  had  overheard  Letitia's  scathing  descrip- 
tion of  herself  to  Shirley  in  the  college  hall. 

"  And  the  worst  of  it  is,"  she  thought  tem- 
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pestuously  as  she  wielded  a  dust  cloth,  "  it 
seems  true.  I  can't  go  anywhere,  I  don't  re- 
cite well,  because  the  office  work  t-takes ' 

They  came  quite  unexpectedly  as  Wini- 
fred's infrequent  tears  always  came.  Her 
dust  cloth  dropped  from  her  fingers,  and  fall- 
ing on  her  knees  in  front  of  a  shabby  morris 
chair  she  buried  her  face  in  the  only  sofa  pil- 
low the  room  boasted — a  heavy  feather  crea- 
tion loaned  by  Mrs.  Sweet — and  sobbed 
stormily  for  five  minutes. 

Behind  her  a  tiny  teakettle  sang  gayly, 
and  a  diminutive  agateware  basin  bubbled 
explosively,  sending  the  steam  above  the 
inadequate  screen  supposed  to  conceal  the  lit- 
tle gas  stove  and  the  dry-goods  box  cupboard. 

"  Oh,  dear  ! '  sobbed  Winifred,  "  I  do  so 
wish  to  stand  well  and  make  the  girls  glad 
they  took  Isobel's  sister." 

There  is  an  unwritten  law  existing  among 
nearly  all  Greek  letter  societies  that  invita- 
tions must  be  extended  to  the  incoming 
brothers  and  sisters  of  members,  if  these  rela- 
tives are  not  altogether  objectionable  on  their 
own  account.  In  obedience  to  this  principle, 
Winifred  had  entered  Alpha  Gamma  in  her 
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sister  Isobel's  wake,  receiving  her  invitation 
when  she  was  scarcely  known  to  the  mem- 
bers, whereas  the  rest  of  the  freshman  delega- 
tion had  been  carefully  looked  over,  their 
past  records  examined,  and  their  manner  and 
general  desirability  discussed. 

"  They  would  never  have  chosen  me  for 
myself,"  had  been  Winifred's  suspicion  all 
the  year,  and  added  to  that  the  certainty, 
"  but  they  want  Letitia,  and  if  they  had  not 
taken  me  there  would  have  been  room  for 
her." 

This  thought  assailed  her  now  as  a  climax 
to  her  troubles.  She  allowed  it  several  of  her 
deepest  sobs  and  then,  as  suddenly  ^as  they 
had  begun,  her  tears  ceased  and  rising  on  her 
elbows,  she  gazed  whimsically  at  the  wet  spot 
on  the  cushion.  "  Goodness  gracious  !  "  she 
ejaculated.  "  Salt  water  will  add  to  the 
weight  of  that  cushion,  and  if  it  gets  much 
heavier  I  shall  be  obliged  to  hoist  it  by  a  pul- 
ley and  tackle  arrangement ! ' 

She    laughed    and   seized   her   dust   cloth 
again,    and,    bent   on   driving   the    "  blues ' 
away,  began  to  whistle  softly  as  she  attacked 
the  furniture. 
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The  "  apartment '  was  located  in  the 
second  story  of  an  old  frame  house  in  the 
suburbs  of  Huntingdon.  When  Winifred 
used  the  term  in  her  letters  her  distant  cor- 
respondents laughed  and  exclaimed,  "  Now 
isn't  that  just  like  Winifred  ! ' 

For  the  "  apartment '  consisted  of  a  single 
room  of  unimposing  dimensions  invisibly 
divided  into  four  parts,  each  part  including  a 
corner.  "  I'm  so  glad,"  Winifred  told  Mrs. 
Sweet,  "  that  it's  necessary  for  rooms  to  have 
corners,  because  they  emphasize  the  division 
of  my  household.73 

The  walls  of  the  apartment  were  decorated, 
as  a  whole,  without  reference  to  divisions, 
with  the  relics  of  the  days  when  Tom  Lowe 
never  dreamed  that  his  flaxen-haired  little 
daughter  would  have  her  own  way  to  make 
in  the  world.  There  were  etchings  and  en- 
gravings and  heirlooms  of  ancient  dishes, 
heavy  and  highly  decorated  with  wonderful 
blue  windmills  and  blue  women  in  volumi- 
nous skirts.  But  something  exceedingly 
modern  occupied  the  place  of  honor  between 
the  two  front  windows.  It  hung  beneath  the 
pennant  of  the  college  in  a  neat  but  cheap 
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frame,  and  was  the  portrait,  cut  from  the 
front  page  of  a  prominent  magazine,  of  a 
middle-aged  woman  with  abundant  white 
hair  and  a  beautiful,  thoughtful  face.  Be- 
neath the  face  was  the  inscription,  "  Helen 
Joyce  Forest.'1 

Winifred  dusted  the  frame  carefully  and 
addressed  herself  to  its  occupant.  There  were 
so  many  things  that  the  original  of  the  por- 
trait would  understand  because  she,  too,  had 
been  a  poor  freshman,  and  had  occupied  that 
very  room  and  managed  light  housekeeping 
economically  exactly  as  her  successor  was  do- 
ing. 

"  Of  course,  you  must  have  had  some 
trials,"  Winifred  murmured,  "  but  not  all 
that  I  have,  because  you  were  a  blessing  to 
the  sorority  you  founded  and  not  a  drag  on 
it.  But,  still,  it's  such  a  comfort  to  know 
that  you,  too,  came  away  out  here  to  Mrs. 
Sweet's  and  were  cramped  into  this  same  room 
with  your  household  gods." 

Before  Mrs.  Sweet  was  a  widow  and  before 
the  city  limits  had  reached  her  home,  while 
yet  it  was  accessible  from  the  college  by  one 
small  horse-car,  she  had  rented  lodgings  to 
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students.  Now,  newer  and  better  houses 
overshadowed  Mrs.  Sweet's,  which  each  year 
became  a  trifle  more  weather-beaten,  but  still 
retained  an  air  of  respectability. 

Mrs.  Sweet  was  an  austere  yet  kind  guardian 
of  the  student  youth.  "  I'm  right  on  hand  to 
see  that  things  go  as  they  should,"  she  in- 
formed inquiring  parents. 

The  rooms  on  the  first  floor — with  one  ex- 
ception— were  occupied  exclusively  by  Mrs. 
Sweet  herself.  The  exception  she  promptly  in- 
troduced to  her  young  women  lodgers. 

"  If  you  speak  long  enough  ahead  for  the 
parlor,"  she  would  say,  "  and  don't  interfere 
with  the  other  girls'  evenings,  you  can  set  in 
there  with  your  young  man  from  eight  to  ten, 
but  not  one  minute  later  ! ' 

The  parlor  where  young  men  were  privi- 
leged to  "  set '  remained  furnished  much  the 
same  as  in  the  days  of  Helen  Joyce  Forest. 
About  all  that  had  been  added  since  were 
the  gas  fixtures,  Mr.  Sweet's  coffin  plate,  and 
numerous  rugs.  Mrs.  Sweet  was  constantly 
haunted  by  the  fear  that  the  vivid  green  body 
Brussels,  which  had  decorated  the  floor  for 
thirty  years,  would  some  day  wear  out.  As 
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her  fears  grew,  the  accumulation  of  protecting 
covers  for  that  carpet  grew  also,  until  the  re- 
sult was  appalling. 

"  There  is  one  advantage  which  our  drawing- 
room  here  possesses/7  Louise  Wallace  had  told 
Winifred  gravely  months  before ;  "  you  can 
entertain  there  as  easily  as  in  a  dime  museum. 
If  topics  of  conversation  fail  you  can  show 
your  caller  the  sights  of  the  place.  I  enter- 
tained a  man  for  an  hour  last  evening  with 
the  carpet  and  rug  structure  alone.  He  had 
never  seen  the  original,  first  and  only  entire 
carpet  that  lies  under  the  structure,  so  I  set 
him  to  hunting.  It  was  more  fun  than  a 
little.  You  see  Cousin  Anne  began  by  spread- 
ing a  fairly  good  ingrain  over  the  Brussels. 
Then  she  crisscrossed  its  surface  with  single 
breadths  of  carpet  a  trifle  more  worn.  Then, 
the  better  to  preserve  the  breadths,  which 
were  preserving  the  ingrain  that  was  protect- 
ing the  Brussels,  she  has  added  rag  rugs,  the 
red  rug  in  front  of  one  door,  the  green  in  front 
of  the  other,  the  enormous  mixed  rug  in  front 
of  the  davenport,  and  so  on  and  so  on — well, 
go  down  and  count  'em  for  yourself." 

But  Winifred's  time  for  rug  counting  or  en- 
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tertaining  in  the  "  dime  museum  '  was  pain- 
fully limited. 

"  There,"  she  exclaimed  now  turning  to  the 
gas  stove,  "  my  breakfast  is  ready,  and  the 
dusting  must  be  neglected — no,  I'll  finish  the 
table,  anyway.13 

A  light  tap  sounded  on  the  door  behind 
her,  and  Louise  Wallace  sauntered  in  in  her 
loose-jointed,  careless,  but  not  ungraceful 
fashion.  In  her  hand  she  held  a  letter  which 
she  tossed  lightly  on  the  table  in  front  of 
Winifred.  The  envelope  was  thin,  and  its  re- 
cipient looked  at  it  with  an  odd  expression 
half  dread,  half  pleasure.  It  was  from  Isobel 
Lowe. 

"  I  went  down,"  grumbled  Louise,  sitting 
sidewise  on  the  arm  of  the  morris  chair,  "  to 
get  a  letter  which  I  have  long  expected  and 
vainly  looked  for — and  that  was  handed  out 
to  me.73 

"  Thank  you/'  smiled  Winifred,  pushing 
the  letter  aside. 

Louise  went  to  the  gas  stove  and  lifted  the 
lid  of  the  oatmeal  dish.  "  See  here,  Saxon 
maiden,  your  oatmeal  will  burn  in  another 
minute.  Get  to  eating  and  give  me  this," 
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snatching  the  dust  cloth  unceremoniously 
from  Winifred's  hands.  "  Cousin  Anne  is 
having  a  hand  to  hand  combat  with  the  ice- 
man and  won't  have  our  breakfast  ready  in 
half  an  hour.'1  Louise  boarded  with  Mrs. 
Sweet,  who  was  her  mother's  cousin. 

"  Did  I  see  you  last  night,  or  didn't  I  ?  " 

Winifred  shook  her  head.     "  No." 

"  Then  there's  a  piece  of  news  in  my  neigh- 
borhood not  related,"  Louise  struck  an  atti- 
tude and  dramatically  waved  the  dust  cloth, 
"  a  chapter  in  my  life  not  yet  laid  open  for 
your  inspection,  a  phase  in  my  career " 

"  Oh,  Louise,  Louise,"  laughed  Winifred, "  do 
come  to  the  point ! ' 

"  My  dear,"  Louise  struck  another  attitude 
and  raised  an  impressive  forefinger,  "  only  a 
brief  forty-eight  hours  since,  the  Dean,  the 
dear  old  Dean,  occupied  nearly  a  period  lec- 
turing us  on  the  current  United  States  college 
tongue.  We  ought,  he  said,  to  eschew  slang 
and  exercise  our  brains  and  tongues  with  good 
English.  He  exhorted  us  to  make  a  language 
target  of  our  friends " 

"  Louise,  did  he  say " 

"Oh,  no,  he  didn't  say  it  in  those  words. 
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That's  a  mere  short  cut,  but  I  see  you're  im- 
bibing my  meaning  along  with  your  oatmeal, 
so  I'll  proceed.  In  my  mind's  eye  I  saw  my 
target,  one  which  wouldn't  turn  again  and 
rend  me ' 

"  If  I  choke  over  this  toast ' 

"  Yes,  my  target  is  petite  and  fair-haired 
and  sweet-faced  and  altogether  an  old  dear  ! ' 

With  a  rapidity  which  followed  her  care- 
lessly slow  movements  as  unexpectedly  as 
sense  followed  her  nonsense,  Louise  Wallace 
suddenly  hurled  the  duster  into  a  corner,  and, 
seizing  Winifred's  face  between  her  hands, 
kissed  the  soft  cheeks. 

"  But,  Louise,"  she  protested,  "  you've  wan- 
dered so  far  away  from  your  subject  you  will 
not  find  your  way  back.'3 

"  Oh,  yes.  Don't  you  worry,  child,  and  don't 
eat  your  toast  so  fast.  Plenty  of  time.  Now, 
to  go  back  to  yesterday.  Who  should  stalk 
into  the  laboratory  and  over  to  my  corner 

but  • '  She  turned  quizzical  eyes  on  the 

other.  "  Guess  ! ' 

"A. man?" 

"  Yes." 

"  But  how  can  I " 
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"  This  will  help  you."  Louise  suddenly 
straightened  herself,  set  her  lips  firmly  to- 
gether, poised  her  head  erect  and  crossed  the 
room  with  compact  energetic  short  steps,  and 
Winifred  cried  out : 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Grey  ! — it  must  have  been  Mr. 
Grey." 

Louise  turned  with  a  low  courteous  bow, 
still  imitative.  "  The  same.  And  he  asked 
for  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  me " 

"  Did  he  really  ?  "  Winifred's  interest  was 
lively  now. 

"  I  granted  the  privilege,"  Louise  bowed 
still  lower,  perhaps  to  hide  a  heightening  of 
her  color  and  a  trace  of  self-consciousness  in 
her  gaze,  but  her  tone  was  still  mocking.  "  He 
will  come — once.  He  will  slide  around  on 
the  horsehair  davenport.  He  will  wipe  his 
patent  leathers  on  one  or  more  of  the  thirteen 
rag  rugs — the  others  he  will  stumble  over ! 
He  will  observe  Cousin  Jeremiah's  coffin  plate 
bolstered  up  on  its  bank  of  dried  live-for- 
evers.  He  will  come  and  see  them  and 
then  " — Louise  dramatically  blew  on  her  fin- 
gers, "  he  will  fade  away  forever." 

Back  of  the  light  words  Winifred  recognized 
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a  regret  to  which  she  responded.  "  I  do  wish 
you  had  a  nice  room  to  receive  him  in.  After 
The  Armitage  our  dime  museum  will  look — 
horrid,  won't  it  ?  ' 

"  It's  merely  a  taste  of  the  simple  life,  my 
dear,  only  a  stronger  taste  than  his  alumnus 
majesty  probably  ever  got.'' 

After  Louise  had  left,  Winifred  buttered 
a  fresh  slice  of  toast  and  opened  Isobel's 
letter. 

"  You  are  a  dear,"  wrote  Isobel,  "  for  letting 
me  off  this  year  on  the  payments.  Of  course 
you'll  manage  somehow — you  were  born  to 
manage.  Indeed,  dear,  you  are  a  marvel  to 
me — you  can  make  a  dollar  go  so  far  !  Poor 
papa  !  If  only  he  had  kept  his  money  you 
could  be  taking  your  rightful  place  in  the 
college  and  I  would  be  released  from  this 
horrid  school  work,  but  oh,  dear  !  My  salary 
is  so  small  when  compared  with  my  actual 
needs — and  now  that  I  am  winning  a  place 
in  the  society  of  the  town  and  am  a  club  mem- 
ber, those  needs  have  increased  frightfully. 
It's  such  a  shame,  I  think,  that  now  after 
a  college  course  with  Phi  Beta  Kappa  honors, 
I  am  obliged  to  commence  teaching  at  a  salary 
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less  than  you  received  with  the  Stearns  Bros.  I 
Arid  the  monotony  is  killing.  I  envy  you 
there  in  gay  old  Huntingdon ' 

The  letter  dropped  from  Winifred's  hands. 
The  unselfish  selfishness,  the  thoughtless 
thought-fulness  of  this  older  sister,  gay,  popu- 
lar, so  like  the  father,  hurt. 

"  Next  year,"  Winifred  spoke  aloud,  "  will 
be  a  repetition  of  this.  I  can  see  that.  Isobel 
can  never  make  her  salary  cover  her  expenses 
— and  her  debts." 

The  plan  which  the  sisters  had  adopted  for 
their  college  courses  had  looked  feasible  and 
had  worked  well  during  Isobel's  four  years  in 
Huntingdon.  The  girls  had  been  left  mother- 
less in  childhood  and  their  father,  broken  by 
his  financial  failure,  died  when  Winifred  was 
in  school,  and  Isobel  ready  to  enter  college. 
Promptly,  Winifred  had  left  high  school  in 
the  middle  of  her  third  year,  and  having  pre- 
viously fitted  herself  as  stenographer  and 
typewriter,  applied  for  a  position  in  the  office 
of  the  manufacturers  of  steel  tubing,  the 
Stearns  Bros.,  friends  of  her  father. 

"  We'll  give  the  girl  a  trial  for  Tom  Lowe's 
sake,"  was  the  verdict  of  Landon  Stearns,  the 
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eldest  member  of  the  firm,  against  his  broth- 
ers' opposition.  "  If  she's  like  Tom  she'll 
be  no  good  in  business,  but  we'll  give  her  a 
trial." 

Two  months  later  she  entered  on  this 
"trial."  Winifred's  salary  was  increased,  not 
for  Tom  Lowe's  sake,  but  for  her  own. 

Here,  working  in  evening  solitude,  she 
completed  her  preparations  for  college  en- 
trance. She  paid  Isobel's  bills  and  clothed 
her  well,  economizing  in  her  own  expendi- 
tures down  to  the  last  detail  that  the  sister 
might  lack  for  nothing  in  the  life  where  she 
was  covering  herself  with  honors. 

After  Isobel's  graduation,  the  case  finan- 
cially was  to  have  been  reversed — but  Isobel 
was  Isobel — and  Winifred  was  getting  along 
the  best  way  she  could. 

"  Perhaps  I'd  better  give  up,"  she  thought, 
"  and  go  back  to  the  office — seventy-five  a 
month  and  the  kind  friendliness  of  them  all 
— dear  Mrs.  Stearns — but  no  ! '  The  girl 
sprang  to  her  feet  with  a  flash  of  her  eyes. 
"  I'm  going  to  stay  right  here  and  do  my 
best."  She  looked  up  at  the  face  of  Helen 
Joyce  Forest.  "  I  need  college,  and  I  am  go- 
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ing  to  have  it.  And  I  shall  amount  to  some- 
thing '  -here  she  laughed  outright — "  even 
if  no  one  beside  myself  suspects  it  1  ; 

Strong  in  this  determination  she  hurriedly 
pinned  on  her  hat  and  departed  to  catch  the 
next  car  at  the  corner.  It  was  her  morning 
routine — this  early  rising,  the  care  of  her  one 
study-kitchen-chamber  room,  the  hasty  eat- 
ing of  a  breakfast  and  the  rush  for  the  car, 
and  her  office  work. 

One  morning  nearly  a  week  after  the  meet- 
ing of  the  science  hall  committee,  when  she 
entered  the  office,  she  found  the  Chancellor 
already  at  his  desk  opening  letters.  He 
looked  up,  smiling  good-naturedly. 

"  Well,  little  girl,  does  the  barometer  indi- 
cate fair  weather  or  stormy  ? ' 

"  Fair— now."  Winifred  took  her  place 
behind  her  desk.  "The  thunder-storms  all 
came  the  first  of  the  week/' 

Her  tone  was  so  gay  that  the  Chancellor 
thought  little  of  the  meaning  behind  it.  He 
merely  nodded  indulgently,  returning  to  a 
letter  he  held  in  his  hand.  A  knock  on  the 
door  interrupted  his  reading,  the  knock 
being  followed  without  ceremony  by  the 
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knocker.  It  was  Mr.  Grey,  and  his  face  wore 
an  animated  and  pleased  expression. 

Nodding  to  Winifred,  he  shook  hands  with 
the  Chancellor  and  dropped  into  a  chair  at 
the  end  of  the  desk.  "  Well,  Chancellor,  I 
have  a  bit  of  news  or  an  inference  or  a- -well, 
it  came  in  rather  an  illegitimate  way,  but — 
it's  well  worth  following  up." 

"  Not  being  a  lawyer,"  laughed  the  Chan- 
cellor, "  I  can't  quite  grasp  the  meaning  of 
your  preamble." 

The  lawyer  smiled  and  nodded.  "Then,  to 
cut  out  all  circumlocution-  -I  have  heard  of  a 
man  who  might  possibly  be  influenced  to 
build  a  science  hall." 

The  Chancellor  leaned  forward  breathlessly. 
His  glasses  fell  unheeded  to  the  rug  between 
his  feet. 

"  Yes  ;  who  ?  " 

"  The  father  of  one  of  the  students  here — 
A.  B.  Acre  of  Chicago." 


CHAPTER  VI 

COUSIN    ANNE 

AT  the  name,  Winifred's  hands  fell  on  the 
keyboard  of  the  typewriter  with  a  crash.  A 
wave  of  indignant  astonishment  swept  over 
her,  succeeded  by  a  thrill  of  expectancy. 
Now  Chancellor  Haight  would  surely  speak 
of  Mr.  Acre's  past. 

Grey  sat  down  full  of  eager  enthusiasm 
which  revealed  itself  more  in  an  increase  of 
alertness  and  intensity  of  manner  than  in 
words.  He  spoke  with  a  deliberation  which 
sought  to  omit  no  detail  of  interest  in  the 
matter  related. 

"  To  begin  with,  the  Acres,  mother  and 
daughter,  have  an  apartment  at  The  Armitage. 
So  have  I." 

"  Yes."  The  Chancellor  rescued  his  eye- 
glasses from  the  rug  and  placed  them  astride 
his  nose. 

"  My  table  is  next  to  theirs  in  the  dining- 
room,  and  to  this  coincidence  I'm  indebted 
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for  my  information  concerning  Mr.  Acre.  He 
was  in  Huntingdon  last  night  for  a  few  hours 
only,  I  learned,  on  his  way  from  New  York  to 
Chicago,  There  were  four  men  with  him 
that  it  was  evident  he  was  trying  to  interest 
in  some  business  venture." 

The  young  lawyer  passed  his  tense  fingers 
upward  over  his  high  forehead  as  though  to 
push  back  the  hair  that  had  once  rested 
there. 

"  I  listened  during  dinner.  Was  obliged  to. 
Half  the  people  in  the  dining-room  listened. 
Mr.  Acre  imposed  his  voice  on  us.  He  was 
giving  these  men  a  general  talk  with  himself 
as  the  subject.  It  was,  in  short,  the  abridged 
autobiography  of  a  self-made  man." 

A  self-made  man  !  Winifred  sat  back,  her 
hands  in  her  lap,  her  eyes  fixed  so  eagerly  on 
the  Chancellor's  face  that  it  seemed  as  though 
she  must  compel  him  to  deny  this  and  to  set 
the  young  trustee  right.  But  the  Chancellor, 
as  unconscious  of  her  intense  gaze  as  he  was  of 
Acre's  connection  with  his  old  friend,  merely 
nodded  an  assent  and  listened. 

"  On  just  one  point  he  was  humble.  He  re- 
gretted he  hadn't  a  college  education.  And 
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this  occasioned  the  remark  that  caused  me  to 
open  my  eyes.  It  seems  that  his  chief  ambi- 
tion for  his  daughter  has  been  a  college  edu- 
cation, and  the  remark,  as  nearly  as  I  can  re- 
call it,  was  this  " — Grey  raised  his  index  fin- 
ger and  marked  off  the  words — "  '  From  the 
time  Letty  was  knee  high  to  a  grasshopper 
I've  said  I'd  do  the  handsome  thing  by  the 
college  that  would  hold  her  for  four  years,  and 
when  I  say  handsome  I  mean  handsome.' 

Grey  paused.  The  Chancellor  slipped  his 
eye-glasses  over  one  finger  and  swung  them 
thoughtfully. 

"  Now,"  continued  Grey,  "  that  means  this 
college.  His  daughter  is  here,  and  for  all  I 
know,  is  going  to  remain  here.  Then — why 
not  The  Acre  Science  Hall  as  that  '  something 
handsome '  ?  It's  certainly  worth  following 
up." 

Winifred  cried  out  to  herself.  The  Acre 
Science  Hall !  No,  the  Chancellor  would 
never  allow  that — never  !  Her  eyes  burned  as 
she  leaned  forward  to  catch  his  denial,  but  it 
did  not  come. 

"  Well  worth  following,"  he  repeated  slowly, 
adding,  "  Did  you  meet  Mr.  Acre?" 
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"No,  there  was  no  opportunity.  He  left 
last  night,  his  daughter  told  me." 

The  other  glanced  up  quickly.  "  Ah — you 
are  acquainted  with  the  daughter  ?  ' 

11  Yes — oh,  yes,  with  both  the  daughter  and 
mother."  Here  Grey  laughed  a  little.  "  If 
Miss  Acre  has  her  father  where  she  has  her 
mother  " — he  inverted  a  thumb  and  pressed  it 
on  the  desk — "  it  would  do  more  good  to  ap- 
proach the  daughter  than  the  father.  They're 
strikingly  alike,  I  should  judge  from  all  I 
heard  him  say." 

The  ringing  of  the  bell  at  this  point  called 
Winifred  to  German.  She  left  the  office  with 
lips  pressed  tightly  together  and  eyes  flashing, 
her  thoughts  in  a  turmoil  out  of  which  arose 
a  sweeping  wave  of  indignation  against  the 
Chancellor,  the  man  whom  she  had  heretofore 
held  almost  in  reverence. 

"  I  say,  Winifred,  you  look  right  down 
mad  !  "  said  a  blunt  but  jolly  voice  at  the  foot 
of  the  stairs. 

Winifred  looked  up  at  Landon,  and  the  an- 
ger died  out  of  her  eyes,  her  face  relaxed  with 
a  little  quiver,  and  then  she  smiled  as  they 
climbed  the  stairs  slowly  together. 
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"  There  now/'  Landon  glanced  sidewise 
penitently,  "  I  had  no  business  to  say  that,  but 

as  I  came  around  the  corner  and  saw  you ' 

He  stopped,  suddenly  realizing  that  he  was 
not  mending  matters. 

"  You  saw,"  finished  Winifred,  "  that  I  do 
look  l  mad/  Well — at  least,"  her  voice  low- 
ered, "I  ought  not  to  allow  my  face  to  index 
such  feelings." 

"  What's  it  all  about  ?     That  invitation  ?  " 

"  What  invitation  ?  " 

"  Why,  Miss  Acre's.  Have  you  found  yours, 
or  has  she  snubbed  you? ' 

"  Oh,  I  forgot  all  about  it,  Landon  !  I  shall 
ask  for  it  at  the  chapter  house  but — I  feel 
somehow  that  I'm  left  out." 

"  She  wouldn't   dare  !       declared  Landon. 

"  I  wonder,"  called  a  gay  voice  from  the 
landing,  "  who  wouldn't  dare." 

"  You,"  returned  Landon  so  promptly  that 
Letitia,  standing  with  Shirley  against  the  bal- 
ustrade, had  no  idea  he  was  speaking  the 
truth.  "  You  wouldn't  dare." 

Letitia  laughed.  "  Tell  me  what  it  is  and 
see,  Mr.  Stearns.  I  used  never  to  take  a  dare 
as  a  child." 
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"  But  now,  probably,  you  have  put  away 
childish  things,"  said  Landon  with  a,  for  him, 
skilful  finish. 

Letitia  abruptly  changed  the  subject  now  as 
the  four  went  on  up  the  stairs  together.  "  I 
have  been  waiting  all  the  week  to  congratu- 
late you,  Mr.  Stearns,  on  making  the  first 
team.  It's  splendid.'3 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  was  on  Wini- 
fred's tongue,  but  she  withheld  it.  No  one 
should  know  that  she  was  so  far  on  the  edge 
of  college  life  as  not  to  know  who  was  on  the 
baseball  nine.  And  Landon  had  made  the 
team  !  It  was  so  like  Landon  not  to  tell. 

Shirley  drew  Winifred  back  and  whispered 
to  her  while  Letitia  walked  on  with  Landon. 
"  The  girls  thought  you  had  forgotten  that  it 
was  your  turn  to  clean  up  the  chapter  hall  this 
week."  Shirley  labored  under  some  embar- 
rassment, recollecting  the  times  she  had  cheer- 
fully performed  this  task  herself  for  Winifred, 
but  the  latter  had  slipped  back  into  the  turmoil 
of  her  thoughts  and  answered  absently  : 

"  No,  Shirley,  I  had  not  forgotten.  To- 
morrow I  expect  to  attend  to  it." 

"  Awful  nuisance  sometimes  to  be  a  fresh- 
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man,  isn't  it?7  Shirley  chattered  on.  "But, 
then,  next  year  we'll  be  high  and  mighty 
sophs,  ordering  the  freshmen  around  and  see- 
ing them  sweep  and  dust  the  chapter  hall  and 
pass  refreshments  at  the  Friday  evening 
spreads  and  walk  a  chalk  line  generally. 
Won't  that  be  fun?" 

Out  of  the  sociological  seminar  room  saun- 
tered Louise  Wallace,  her  hands  full  of  note- 
books. With  eyes  narrowed  to  twinkling 
slits  she  surveyed  the  quartet,  and  then  called 
Winifred  aside.  Dropping  her  voice  to  a 
whisper  she  repeated  nonsensically,  "  My 
dear,  truth  is  stranger  than  fiction.  See  our 
landlady  for  the  explanation  to-night.  I  shall 
be  conspicuous  for  my  absence  ! ' 

In  German  that  day  Winifred  made  one 
more  failure,  due  not  so  much  to  ignorance  as 
to  absent-mindedness.  Then  she  returned  to 
the  office. 

Grey  was  just  taking  leave  of  the  Chancel- 
lor when  she  entered.  "  I'm  glad  you  see  it 
from  my  standpoint,"  he  was  saying.  "  I'm 
sorry  to  put  the  correspondence  off  on  you, 
but  the  request  must  necessarily  have  greater 
weight  coming  from  the  head  of  the  institu- 
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tion  than  from  the  youngest  member  of  the 
board  of  trustees." 

"  You  hear  that,  little  girl  ?  "  The  Chancel- 
lor turned  as  Grey  closed  the  door  behind 
him.  "  More  work  for  us — more  correspond- 
ence. But,  then,  if  we  can  raise  a  science 
building  out  there/5  motioning  toward  the 
space  reserved  for  it  in  sight  of  the  window, 
"  it  will  be  well  worth  the  labor,"  and  he  began 
slowly  to  dictate  a  letter  to  A.  B.  Acre. 

Winifred  choked  as  she  opened  her  steno- 
graphic note-book.  "  Chancellor  Haight," 
she  began  hotly,  impulsively,  while  a  flood 
of  scarlet  dyed  her  cheeks.  She  looked  up 
and  stopped. 

"  Well "  the  Chancellor  paused  in  some 

surprise  at  the  tone  and  stood  looking  down 
at  her,  his  shoulders  bent  by  the  great  respon- 
sibility laid  on  them,  his  face  seamed  and 
crossed  with  care,  but  his  deep-set  eyes  kind 
and  sympathetic,  and  so  fatherly  and  just 
that  Winifred,  seeing,  faltered,  the  rush  of 
words  stayed  on  her  lips. 

"  That  first  sentence — will  you  please  re- 
peat ? '  She  spoke  confusedly,  bending  over 
her  note-book. 
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The  Chancellor  repeated  patiently.  With 
a  wave  of  contrition  she  thought  how  kind 
he  had  been  to  her,  how  patient  with  her, 
how  her  very  presence  in  college  was  due  to 
the  position  he  had  given  her  in  the  office. 
And  here  she  was  repaying  all  this  by  har- 
boring anger  against  him  for  something  she 
did  not  understand. 

After  he  had  left  the  office  she  went  to  the 
window  which  looked  out  toward  the  audi- 
torium, and  pressing  her  hot  cheek  against 
the  cool  glass,  gazed  up  at  the  strong  tower 
that  from  its  vantage  point  above  the  city's 
smoke  and  dust  surveyed  the  encircling  hills 
and  lake  and  river.  To  Winifred,  with  her 
sensitive  imagination,  this  tower  was  a  type 
of  its  builder,  the  famous  writer  Helen  Joyce 
Forest.  The  tower  was  solidly  built,  its  foun- 
dations reaching  down  into  the  hill  below  the 
changes  which  the  seasons  wrought  on  the 
surface  of  the  earth. 

Winifred's  eyes  brimmed,  and  the  tears 
clung  unheeded  to  her  long  curling  lashes, 
but  the  eyes  they  washed  became  softly  sweet 
and  her  face  fell  once  more  into  its  curves  of 
gentle  womanhood. 
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She  could  not  believe  the  Chancellor  would 
do  anything  he  considered  wrong.  She  had 
seen  too  much  of  his  kindness  and  his  just 
impartiality  to  believe  that.  But  she  had  also 
seen  the  way  in  which  he  had,  many  times, 
set  himself  and  his  personal  preferences  aside 
for  the  good  of  the  college.  Perhaps  this  was 
one  of  the  occasions  where  the  greatest  good 
to  the  greatest  number  must  be  considered. 

It  was  nearly  seven  when  she  let  herself 
into  the  frame  house  on  the  other  side  of  the 
city  and  toiled  up  to  her  "  apartment,"  tired, 
but  with  the  feeling  that  comes  with  the  sun- 
shine after  a  storm. 

In  her  room  a  surprise  awaited  her,  such  a 
dear  homey  little  surprise  that  it  brought  a 
lump  into  her  throat.  In  the  morris  chair 
beside  the  window  sat  Mrs.  Sweet,  knitting  in 
the  fading  light,  her  wrinkled  face  held  close 
to  her  work.  She  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  chair, 
scornful  of  the  back,  her  own  back  bent  half 
double,  a  wiry,  spry  figure,  which  had  success- 
fully defied  the  inroads  of  threescore  and  ten 
years. 

"  I  says  to  myself,"  clucked  Mrs.  Sweet 
stabbing  her  stocking  with  the  needles  as 
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Winifred  entered,  "  that  the  child  is  gone  so 
long  to-night  she'll  be  cold  and  hungry." 

"  The  child '  closed  the  door  and  sniffed 
inquiringly.  The  air  was  heavy  with  fragrant 
dinner  odors,  and  steam  uprose  cheerfully 
from  various  dishes  behind  the  screen  on  the 
little  gas  stove.  Winifred  tiptoed  to  the 
screen  and  peeped  over.  "  Oh,  me  ! '  she 
cried,  "johnny-cake ! " 

Mrs.  Sweet  regarded  her  delightedly. 
"  Louise  has  gone  gallivantin'  off  this  evening, 
so  I  brought  up  a  bite  to  eat  along  with  you," 
she  explained. 

Impulsively,  Winifred  took  the  wrinkled 
old  face  between  her  hands  and  kissed  it. 
"  The  world  isn't  a  bit  bad  place  to  live  in 
after  all,  is  it,  Mrs.  Sweet?"  she  asked  hang- 
ing up  her  hat  and  coat. 

Mrs.  Sweet  clucked.  She  did  not  know 
what  lay  behind  the  remark  for  Winifred,  but 
for  herself  she  knew  well  and  answered  ac- 
cordingly : 

"  Since  Jeremiah's  pension  fell  to  me  I've 
not  found  it  bad  myself." 

She  arose  and  moved  toward  the  kitchen 
corner, softly  wringing  her  apron, her  shoulders 
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raising  themselves  and  her  back  straightening 
with  the  suppleness  of  youth.  Her  face,  as 
she  spoke  of  her  long-dead  husband,  was  filled 
with  calm,  and  Winifred  inferred  that 
Jeremiah's  pension  was  much  more  con- 
ducive to  peace  and  quiet  than  Jeremiah's 
presence. 

The  two  went  gayly  about  their  prepara- 
tions for  supper.  The  tired  lines  in  Winifred's 
face  smoothed  themselves  out  and,  for  the 
time,  care  occupied  the  background.  "Isn't 
this  fun,'3  she  exclaimed,  buttoning  her  big 
apron,  "  and  isn't  it  nice  for  me?  But  if  you 
call  this  a  bite,"  surveying  the  little  table 
loaded  with  food,  "  what  would  you  call  a 
good  square  dinner  ?  ' 

Mrs.  Sweet  sat  down  at  the  little  table, 
beaming. 

"  Now,"  commanded  Winifred,  pouring  the 
chocolate,  "tell  me,  please,  about  Louise. 
She  stopped  me  in  the  hall  just  long  enough 
to  say  that  truth  was  stranger  than  fiction  and 
referred  me  to  you." 

"  Now  did  you  ever ! 7  ejaculated  Mrs. 
Sweet.  "  That  girl  certainly  got  her  nonsense 
from  her  pa's  side ;  you  know  her  ma  was  my 
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cousin.     I  often  don't  have  an  idea  what  she's 
a-drivin'  at  with  her  tomfoolery.'3 

"  Has  she  gone  out  to  spend  the  night  ?  ' 
asked    Winifred    endeavoring   to    rivet    Mrs. 
Sweet's  attention   to   the  subject  of  the  con- 
versation.    "  Up  to  her  chapter  house  or  out 
with  some  of  the  girls  ?  ' 

"  Law  no !  "  returned  Mrs.  Sweet.  "  Louise's 
got  a  new  beau,  and  she's  out  to  supper  with 
him  and  some  of  his  friends." 

"  Mr.  Grey?  "  asked  Winifred  eagerly. 

"  Grey  or  Black  or  White,  I  don't  remember 
what,  only  that  it  was  a  color.  He  called  on 
her  Wednesday  night.'3 

"  Oh,  yes,  that  is  Mr.  Grey  !  " 

"  When  he  went  away  Wednesday  night," 
mused  Mrs.  Sweet,  "  Louise  told  me  he  would 
never  come  again  and  I  thought  she  was  in 
earnest.  She  seemed  so/3 

Winifred  smiled.  "  That's  a  conclusion  she 
merely  jumped  at." 

"  Well,"  bluntly,  "  when  I  seen  him  all 
perked  up  and  starched  and  shinin'  I  won- 
dered how  he  come  to  come  once,  even.  Why, 
he's  no  more  like  Louise  than — than  you 
are ! " 


I    GUESS    EVERYBODY    LIKES    YOU 
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"  I  ?  "  echoed  Winifred  laughing.  "  Why, 
I  neither  perk  nor  starch  nor  shine  !  " 

"  Mebby  you  don't," — Mrs.  Sweet  nodded 
emphatically,  "  but  there's  an  air  or  some- 
thing or  other  about  you  both  alike,  and 
Louise  hasn't  got  a  mite  of  it." 

Winifred  shared  Mrs.  Sweet's  wonder  over 
the  interest  displayed  by  the  fastidious 
alumnus  in  the  carelessly  bright  and  comfort- 
ably social  senior  whose  waists  never  quite 
matched  her  skirts  and  whose  collars  had 
the  habit  of  slipping  above  her  neck-bands. 

"  But,"  Winifred  continued  aloud,  "  there's 
something  very  taking  about  Louise  with 
strangers,  while  we  who  know  her  well — why, 
I  love  her,  Mrs.  Sweet." 

"  So  do  I,"  asserted  Louise's  cousin,  "  when 
I  don't  want  to  shake  her  !  See  here,  you 
ain't  half  eatin'  this  johnny-cake." 

"  I'm  not ! '  Winifred  reached  for  the 
plate.  "  This  is  my  third  piece.  I  just  dote 
on  johnny-cake.  When  Mrs.  Stearns  invited 
me  to  tea — we  always  had  johnny-cake." 

"  I  guess  everybody  likes  you,  wherever 
you  go,  don't  they  ? '  remarked  Mrs.  Sweet 
irrelevantly.  Then  she  added  without  wait- 
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ing  a  reply,  "  You're  some  like  Miss  Joyce. 
She  had  just  such  a  way  with  her/3 

Winifred's  head  drooped,  although  a  smile 
touched  her  lips  at  the  naive  praise  of  her 
landlady.  A  word  of  praise  made  Winifred's 
heart  warm  in  those  days. 

"  Did  you  do  this  way,  Mrs.  Sweet,  when 
she  roomed  here — Helen  Joyce  Forest,  I 
mean  ? ' 

Mrs.  Sweet  shook  her  head.  "  Jeremiah 
was  alive  then,  and  I  couldn't,  but  sister 
Sarah  often  come  up.  Miss  Joyce  was  fond 
of  sister  Sarah.  I  got  a  letter  from  sister 
Sarah  to-day.  She's  gone  to  Harvey's  Point 
to  get  ready  for  the  summer/5 

Sister  Sarah  managed  a  large  seaside  board- 
ing-house summers. 

"  Harvey's  Point?'  repeated  Winifred  in- 
quiringly. 

"  It  runs  into  the  ocean  off  Massachusetts," 
informed  Mrs.  Sweet  succinctly.  "  Sarah 
cleans  house  there  every  April — awful  job 
with  everything  musty  from  being  locked  up 
over  winter.  I  don't  want  to  smell  that 
house  in  April." 

"  No,"    returned    Winifred   gayly,    "  but   I 
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should  like  to  smell  it  through  July  and  Au- 
gust !  " 

"  Hear  the  child  talk  !  "  laughed  Mrs. 
Sweet,  preparing  to  descend  to  her  own  room. 

After  she  had  gone,  Winifred  turned  to 
her  books.  "  Another  failure  in  Logic  to- 
day,'7 she  thought,  "  which  means  another 
disgrace  for  Alpha  Gamma  and  another  tri- 
umph for  Letitia.  How  can  I  blame  Shirley 
for  comparing  me  with " 

Dropping  into  the  morris  chair  she  pulled 
her  Logic  toward  her  and  fell  to  studying 
with  a  will,  but  she  brought  to  the  work  a 
body  and  mind  wearied  by  a  long  day's 
grappling  with  far  greater  difficulties  than 
the  Logic  presented,  difficulties  of  which  the 
other  twenty-seven  members  of  Alpha  Gamma 
knew  nothing. 

Presently  her  head  nodded  and  her  eyes 
closed  over  unconned  pages. 


CHAPTER  VII 

SNUBS 

THE  following  morning  when  the  Chancel- 
lor entered  the  office  Winifred  arose  and  laid 
before  him  the  letter  to  A.  B.  Acre.  Then 
she  went  on  with  her  work.  Her  day  was 
planned,  subject,  as  always,  to  unforeseen  in- 
terruptions, and  at  its  close  was  the  task  of 
putting  the  chapter  hall  in  order. 

"  That  won't  take  long,"  she  told  herself  at 
five  o'clock,  "  and  it  will  give  me  a  chance  to 
read  Mrs.  Forest's  last  letter  again ! '  Her 
face  brightened  at  the  thought. 

Twice  a  year  Helen  Joyce  Forest  sent  the 
Alpha  Gamma  girls  a  letter,  not  a  formal 
greeting  from  a  stranger,  but  an  intimate  talk 
from  an  older  sister.  These  letters  Winifred 
fairly  devoured. 

"  They  seem  written  right  at  me,  especially 
the  last  one  " — she  donned  hat  and  coat  and 

locked    the   office   door,  "  and    I    know   that 

98 


Snubs  99 

every  word  she  says  is  true — only  the  doing 
is  so  difficult/1 

In  the  quiet  hall  outside  the  office  Landon 
Stearns  was  studying  the  bulletin-board. 

"  Hello,"  he  said.  "  I've  hung  around  here 
an  hour  to  see  you,  Winifred.'3  He  fell  into 
step  beside  her,  and  they  descended  the 
stairs. 

"  Only  think  of  the  exercise  you  might 
have  been  getting  in  that  hour  ! '  teased  Win- 
ifred. 

Landon  grinned.  "  I'd  like  to  know  what 
you  call  walking  around  the  hall  an  hour  if 
it  isn't  exercise  ! '  defensively. 

"  A  waste  of  good  time  in  foul  air,"  retorted 
Winifred  quickly.  "  When  you've  lived  as 
long  as  I  have  you'll  know  better." 

"  There  you  go  again,"  responded  Landon 
with  more  truth  than  gallantry,  "  harping  on 
age !  You  won't  always,  though,"  grimly. 
"  I  notice  there  comes  a  time  when  a  girl  for- 
gets that  she's  six  weeks  or  six  years  older 
than  any  one  else." 

Winifred's  eyes  danced  up  into  the  black 
ones,  but  her  tone  was  demure.  "  You're 
learning  more  in  college,  I  see,  than  the  cur- 
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riculum  requires.  It's  time  your  chaperone 
looked  after  you  more  carefully " 

"  Will  you,  Winifred?'  Landon  turned 
eagerly  toward  her.  "  I  know  you're  awfully 
busy  and  all  that,  but  if  you'd  only  go  out 
with  me  once  in  a  while — even  once,  so  I 
could  show  the  fellows  " — Landon  stammered 
— "  well,  I'd  be  awfully  proud,  I  can  tell 
you." 

The  light  reply  that  had  been  trembling 
on  Winifred's  tongue  died  away,  and  with  it 
her  bright  smile.  "  Landon,"  she  said  im- 
pulsively, "  you're  a  friend  worth  having,  and 
I  do  appreciate  your — your  kindness.'1 

"  Kindness  !  "  scoffed  Landon.  "  Kindness 
to  myself,  that  is,  and  I  wish  you'd  let  me 
practice  a  little  of  it  by  going  to  the  concert 
with  me  Wednesday  night,  for  instance." 

"  I  should  so  much  like  to  go,  Landon. 
Indeed  I  should,  but  it's  this  way  : " — she 
had  gone  over  the  same  ground  a  dozen  times 
before — "  if  I  went  there  would  be  an  entire 
evening  cut  out  of  work " 

"  But  you'd  have  a  little  fun  like  other 
girls,"  interrupted  Landon,  "  and  I'd  feel  bet- 
ter than  I  do  sneaking  back  up  in  the  gallery 
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alone  while  all  the  other  fellows  go  with 
girls  to  the  reserved  seats." 

Then  Winifred  laughed,  laughed  until 
there  was  some  excuse  for  the  mist  in  her 
eyes.  "  Oh,  Landon,  there  are  lots  of  girls, 
just  loads  of  them,  who  would  be  willing  to 
go  to  those  reserved  seats  with  you." 

Landon  kicked  a  stone  out  of  the  path 
vindictively.  "  Would  they  ? "  was  all  the 
reply  he  made. 

"  But  now  to  go  back,"  Winifred  went  on; 
"  not  only  would  an  entire  evening  be  cut  out 
of  work,  but  it  would  mean  heavy  eyes  and  a 
dull  head  the  next  day  and  more  failures. 
And  I  fail  so  often  now  that  I  should  think 
you'd  be  ashamed  to  confess  an  acquaintance 
with  me." 

"  Well,  I'm  not,"  with  comforting  obstinacy. 
"  I  shouldn't  care  if  you  failed  every  day  ! 
That  doesn't  make  you — well — any  different 
from  what  you  are." 

Winifred  made  no  reply  in  words,  but  the 
look  she  flashed  up  at  him  was  so  grateful 
that  Landon,  not  accustomed  to  gratitude 
from  her,  was,  to  use  his  own  vernacular,  so 
"  cut  up  "  that  all  he  could  think  of  to  say  as 
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they  parted  at  the  steps  of  the  Alpha  Gamma 
house  was  the  repeated,  "  Be  sure  you  look 
for  Miss  Acre's  invitation." 

In  the  entrance  hall  of  the  chapter  house 
she  paused  with  her  hands  extended  over  the 
hot  air  register.  The  sound  of  voices  reached 
her  from  the  library,  the  living-room  of  the 
house.  Winifred's  first  impulse  was  to  find 
the  talkers.  Then  she  glanced  at  a  little  clock 
behind  her,  and,  instead  of  joining  the  group 
and  letting  her  real  self  shine  out  in  delicate 
sympathy,  in  impulsive  warm-heartedness,  in 
a  hundred  winning  ways  more  familiar  to 
Landon  Stearns  than  to  the  Alpha  Gammas, 
she  ran  up-stairs  to  the  chapter  hall. 

This  meeting  place  of  Alpha  Gamma  might 
not  be  profaned  by  the  presence  of  any  one 
outside  the  sorority,  not  even  the  maid's, 
therefore,  year  by  year  the  task  of  cleaning  it 
and  putting  it  in  order  fell  on  the  seven  fresh- 
men girls  in  turn.  Many  a  girl  who  never  at 
home  touched  broom  or  dust  cloth  went  down 
willingly  on  her  knees  in  the  chapter  hall  and 
scrubbed  the  polished  floor.  Sorority  life  was 
a  great  educator  in  more  ways  than  one. 

But  Winifred,  familiar  with  the  use  of  all 
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household  implements,  quickly  and  deftly 
pushed  the  sweeper  over  the  rug,  set  the 
cushioned  chairs  in  rows,  dusted  the  desks  and 
pictures  and  arranged  the  draperies.  Then 
from  one  of  the  desks  she  drew  forth  a  box 
and  from  it  took  Helen  Joyce  Forest's  last 
letter  to  Alpha  Gamma.  Opening  the  hot 
air  register  in  the  wall  she  seated  herself  on  a 
low  stool  and  resting  her  elbows  on  her  knees 
read,  while  the  warm  air  fanned  the  sheets. 

Below,  in  the  library  wall,  was  a  correspond- 
ing register,  both  fed  from  one  furnace  flue 
which  conveyed  not  only  heat  but  sound, 
and  a  murmur  of  voices  fell  on  Winifred's  un- 
heeding ears  as  she  read  the  letter  from  be- 
ginning to  end  as  though  she  had  never  seen 
it  before.  Then  she  turned  back  and  reread 
one  paragraph  :  "  If  only  we  could  realize 
that  one  of  the  most  disfiguring  things  in  the 
world  is  an  ugly  thought  toward  others  there 
would  be  more  beautiful  faces.  One  of  the 
loveliest  of  my  friends  makes  a  practice  of 
doing  a  kindly  act  for  any  one  who  she 
knows  has  spoken  ill  of  her ;  not  to  heap 
coals  of  fire  on  the  other's  head  but  to  burn 
the  malice  out  of  her  own  heart.  It  is  a 
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strange  truth  that  the  putting  away  of  self  for 
the  good  of  others  is  the  very  food  on  which 
nobility  feeds.'1 

Winifred  drew  a  long  breath  and  folded  up 
the  letter.  She  sat  a  moment  looking  up  at 
the  large  portrait  of  Helen  Joyce  Forest, 
painted  long  ago  before  the  gray  was  in 
her  hair  and  the  lines  of  experience  on  her 
face. 

Suddenly  and  rudely  she  was  recalled  to 
the  present  by  her  own  name.  The  murmur 
in  the  library  had  resolved  itself  into  two  dis- 
tinct voices,  those  of  Shirley  Dean  and  Alexan- 
dra Hearn,  a  senior,  and  a  confusion  of  sounds 
further  back  in  the  room.  Shirley  and 
Alexandra  evidently  sat  near  the  register. 

Alexandra  was  speaking  earnestly.  "  But, 
Shirley,  you  must  take  into  consideration  the 
outside  work  Winifred  does ' 

Then  Shirley's  interrupting  voice,  "  I  do 
try  to,  Alexandra  ;  but  she  does  mortifiy  me 
so  with  her  failures  and  poor  recitations  ! ' 

"  For  my  part,  Shirley,"  Alexandra  began, 
"  I  don't  like  to  hear  you  speak  of  Winifred 
in  that  way.  We  seniors  have  satisfied  our- 
selves that  Winifred  is  doing  all  that  she  is 
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able  to  do.  That  is  all  you  can  expect  of  any 
one.  And  if  she  is  not  up  to  our  standard  in 
scholarship  we  must  pay  her  the  debt  of  grati- 
tude we  owe  her  sister  Isobel.  You  freshmen, 
of  course,  have  not  seen  Isobel,  but  if  you  had 
you  would  have  seen  some  one  who  could 
eclipse  even  Letitia  Acre.  Isobel  Lowe  cov- 
ered Alpha  Gamma  with  honor  last  year. 
She  carried  off  the  prizes  and  won  Phi  Beta 
Kappa.  She  led  her  class,  and  every  one 
called  her  the  most  popular  girl  in  col- 
lege   » 

Winifred  moved  away  from  the  telltale 
register.  The  sweet  was  so  strangely  mixed 
with  the  bitter  in  her  college  life.  She  knew 
now  what  she  had  suspected  before,  that  the 
Alpha  Gammas  were  frequently  treated  to  a 
view  of  her  through  the  eyes  of  Shirley  Dean, 
and  that  Shirley  held  her  up  against  the 
brilliant  background  of  Letitia  Acre.  Alexan- 
dra's defense  was  sweet,  loyal.  Yet  with  it 
was  this  sting — that  a  defense  was  necessary 
at  all. 

Through  the  register  came  the  sound  of 
Lillian  Antwerp's  high  pitched  voice  in  good- 
natured  reproach,  "  You  used  to  tell  us  the 
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nice  things  about  Winifred,  Shirley.  What's 
happened  that  there's  nothing  more  nice  to 
tell  ?  " 

Winifred  closed  the  register  and  arose.  She 
knew  what  had  happened  to  change  Shirley, 
and  the  knowledge  hurt. 

"  Ten  months  ago,"  she  thought,  descending 
the  stairs,  "  I  had  almost  forgotten  the  Acres, 
and  now  they  confront  me  everywhere  I  turn." 
In  the  lower  hall  she  encountered  the  maid. 
"  Janet,  has  any  mail  for  me  been  delivered 
here  ?  '  She  was  in  search  of  her  invitation 
to  Letitia's  party. 

The  maid  turned  to  the  mail  rack  and 
shook  her  head.  "  No,  ma'am.  If  there  was 
any  it  would  be  right  here." 

"  I  am  left  out,  that  is  all,"  she  decided, 
"just  a  plain,  blunt  snub.  I  wonder  what 
the  girls  will  think  of  that  ?  "  for  well  she 
knew  that  no  matter  how  the  sorority  in  the 
privacy  of  its  own  chapter  house  might  re- 
gard one  of  its  members  no  outsider  could 
with  impunity  slight  her.  "  And  they  will 
know  it,  too,  the  night  of  the  party,  even 
though  I  say  nothing  about  it  before." 

The   following   morning   as    Winifred  was 
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finishing  her  numerous  household  duties, 
Louise  Wallace's  face  appeared  at  the  door. 

"  Enter  or  exit?  "  she  inquired  briefly. 

"  Enter/'  laughed  Winifred,  "  but  don't 
stay  long." 

" l  Spontaneous  candor/  the  Dean  says/' 
quoted  Louise,  closing  the  door  behind  her, 
"  *  is  the  soul  of  friendship.'  Draw  your  own 
inferences.  I  will  shed  the  light  of  my  pres- 
ence on  you  for  exactly  seven  minutes.'1  She 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room  and  pivoted 
slowly  around.  "  Cousin  Anne  says  she 
wishes  I  could  look  as  nice  as  Winifred 
Lowe." 

"  You  ! '  cried  Winifred.  "  Why,  Louise 
Wallace !  I  wear  that  brown  suit  every- 
where   " 

" '  To  mill  and  to  meeting/ "  amended 
Louise. 

" and  you  have  this  blue  dress  and  a 

black  suit  and  a " 

"  To  finish  Cousin  Anne's  contribution  to 
current  literature,"  interrupted  Louise,  "  al- 
low me  to  add  that  it  is  your  neatness,  your 
trimness,  your — ah — style  which  my  relative 
covets  for  me,  and  which  I  do  not  possess." 
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"  But,  Louise,"  rejoined  Winifred  quickly, 
"  any  one  would  exchange  style  for  the  quali- 
ties you  possess." 

«  To  wit— namely— that  is  ?  " 

"  Personal  magnetism." 

Louise  bowed  low,  shedding  a  couple  of 
hairpins  which  allowed  one  end  of  her 
hair  to  escape.  "  Personal  magnetism,"  she 
chuckled,  rescuing  her  hairpins,  "  won't  keep 
my  collars  on  my  neck-bands  nor  make  my 
waists  meet  my  skirts  and  stay  met ! ' 

11  No,  but  a  few  hooks  and  eyes  would,"  re- 
torted Winifred,  "  and  that's  another  bit  of 
spontaneous  candor." 

"  Winifred,  you're  right."  Louise  sat  down 
on  the  arm  of  the  morris  chair,  her  favorite 
position,  one  hand  resting  on  the  other  arm 
and  her  foot  swinging.  "  It  is  a  shame  for  me 
to  be  so  careless,  and  I'm  going  to  begin  a  new 
chapter  to-day — no,  to-morrow.  To-day  I 
must  write  a  few  dozen  pages  of  thesis.  But  to- 
morrow, Winifred,  I  shall  get  out  every  skirt 
and  collar  and  waist  and  mend  all  the  rents 
and — oh,  everything.  I  intend  to  look 
neater  hereafter.  It's  time  when  a  girl  gets 
to  be  a  high  and  mighty ' 
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"  Time's  up,"  called  Winifred  from  behind 
the  chintz  curtain  which  concealed  her  cham- 
ber corner.  She  was  delving  into  her  ward- 
robe for  hat  and  coat. 

"  Good-bye,"  called  Louise  good-naturedly. 
"  When  you  decide  to  take  time  to  breathe, 
send  me  a  telegram,  please,  and  I'll  call." 

Winifred  pinned  on  her  hat  smilingly. 
Well  she  knew  it  was  not  Mrs.  Sweet's  nag- 
ging nor  the  fact  that  Louise  was  in  her 
senior  year  that  had  awakened  her  to  a  re- 
sponsibility concerning  her  appearance. 

From  his  chapter  house  that  morning  Lan- 
don  watched  until  he  saw  Winifred  dismount 
from  a  street-car.  Then  he  strode  across  a 
corner  of  the  campus  hastily  and  joined  her 
with  the  anxious  query  : 

"  Did  you  find  your  invitation  yesterday  ? ' 

"  No,  it  is  not  at  the  chapter  house — unless 
— did  they  come  by  mail — the  invitations  ? ' 

"  Ours  did." 

"  Well,  then  I'm  left  out,  that's  all.  Of 
course,"  with  an  assumption  of  cheerfulness, 
"  I  should  be  left  out  effectually  anyway,  be- 
cause I  couldn't  go." 

"  Yes,"  Landon  returned  grimly,  "  but  it's 
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one  thing  to  be  left  out  by  some  one  else  and 
quite  another  to  leave  yourself  out." 

Winifred  sighed.     "  That's  true." 

"  I  was  wondering  the  other  day,  Winifred," 
Landon  changed  the  subject  abruptly,  "  if  you 
didn't  know  Letitia  when  you  were  children, 
while  your  fathers  were  partners  still  ? ' 

"  Yes,  I  used  to  go  sometimes  to  her  house 
and  she  came  to  ours,  but  not  often." 

Landon  nodded.  "  But  how  did  you  meet 
here — you  and  Miss  Acre  ?  As  strangers  ?  ' 

"  Yes,  Shirley  introduced  us  and  we  bowed 
most  formally.  I  left  the  first  greeting  to  Le- 
titia, and  she  chose  to  ignore  any  past  ac- 
quaintance. Therefore,  I  ignored  it  also." 

"I  see,  but  what  about  Mrs.  Acre?  Have 
you  ever  seen  her  ?  ' 

Winifred  gave  a  short  involuntary  laugh. 
"  Only  once  down  street  in  a  store.  She  was 
awfully  disturbed,  I  could  see.  You  see,  Lan- 
don, my  presence  at  Letitia's  party  would  be 
sort  of  a  Banquo's  ghost  at  the  feast  for  the 
mother,  and  ghosts  aren't  desirable  guests.  I 
don't  wonder  no  invitation  has  been  sent  me." 


CHAPTER  VIII 

LETITIA'S  INVITATION 

IT  was  nearer  nine  o'clock  than  eight,  the 
morning  of  Letitia  Acre's  party,  when  a  car 
ran  up  Fourth  Avenue  bearing  Winifred  on 
the  rear  seat. 

For  once  she  sat  looking  out  into  the  soft 
sunshine  dreaming  instead  of  studying.  The 
snow  had  disappeared,  and  the  smell  of  spring 
was  in  the  air,  together  with  a  restless  sense 
of  change  and  newness.  Old  Earth  was  pack- 
ing away  her  winter's  garments,  and  ordering 
a  bright  new  summer  gown  of  green,  and  a 
picture  hat  of  blue  trimmed  with  masses  of 
white  plumes,  and  slippers  of  russet  brown. 

Here  the  dreamer  saw  herself  mirrored  in 
the  pane  and  turned  her  head  from  side  to 
side  viewing  a  new  brown  straw  sailor  hat  be- 
decked simply  with  the  wing  and  ribbon  from 
her  winter's  felt. 

"  The  milliner  did  manage  to  freshen  the 
ribbon  until  it  looks  quite  new/7  she  told  the 
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image  in  the  pane,  "  and  as  for  the  wing,  it 
might  be  a  great  deal  shabbier,  because  my 
veil  kept  it  from  being  blown  to  pieces.  If 
only  it  were  not  brown  ! ' 

She  paused  sighing.  Her  hat  was  brown, 
likewise  her  suit  and  waist.  Brown  was  not 
becoming  to  Winifred.  "  But,"  she  had  told 
Louise  Wallace  laughingly,  "  last  year  when  I 
was  leaving  my  place  with  the  Stearns  Bros., 
Mrs.  Stearns,  out  of  the  goodness  of  her 
heart,  gave  me  the  skirt  and  coat.  And  as 
the  shade  stupefies  every  other  color  I  was 
obliged  to  make  the  rest  of  my  wardrobe,  my 
hat  and  waist,  live  up  to  it.  I  hoped  at 
first  that  the  suit  would  easily  wear  out,  but 
alas !  It  doesn't  show  wear — it  doesn't  show 
soil — so  I'm  looking  forward  to  myself  in  un- 
becoming brown  for  the  next  two  years  ! ' 

As  she  left  the  car  at  College  Road  and 
joined  the  procession  moving  up  the  Hill,  the 
door  of  the  Alpha  Gamma  chapter  house 
opened,  and  Shirley  Dean  came  out,  accom- 
panied by  Rebecca  Bicknell  and  Lillian  Ant- 
werp. 

"There  goes  Winifred,  girls,  with  a  new 
sailor,"  cried  Shirley,  "  and  it's  brown  !  I  was 
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so  in  hopes  she'd  change  to  another  color  this 
spring  ! ' 

It  was  not  so  much  Shirley's  words  as  her 
manner  which  caused  Lillian,  the  impulsive, 
to  fly  to  Winifred's  defense. 

"  Well,  if  I  had  such  a  dear  face  as  she  has, 
I'd  be  willing  to  wear  drab  even !  "  a  defense 
which  would  have  comforted  the  defended 
could  she  have  heard  it. 

At  that  instant  Letitia  Acre  stopped  her  au- 
tomobile and  beckoned,  whereupon  Shirley 
hastened  to  join  her. 

"  Whatever  is  the  matter  with  Shirley 
Dean  ?  "  asked  Lillian.  "  She  used  always  to 
be  good-natured,  and  now  you  can  never  tell 
what  sort  of  a  nature  she's  going  to  show." 

"  It's  spring,"  returned  Rebecca  promptly, 
"  and  Shirley  is  bilious.  She  needs  to  take 
something  bitter,  and  the  bitterer  it  is  the 
sweeter  she  gets.  Let's  make  a  collection  of 
patent  medicine  advertisements  and  pin  up 
all  over  her  room.'1 

Lillian  giggled.  "  All  right,  and  I'll  get 
some  boneset  down  at  the  drug  store  and  fill 
in  the  corners  of  her  dresser  drawers.  Let's 
do  it  to-day." 


114  A  Freshman  Co-ed 

The  two  plotters  went  on  up  the  walk  gig- 
gling softly  together. 

"  Winifred,  Winifred,"  called  Rebecca  hurry- 
ing ahead.  "  Wait/5 

But  Winifred  did  not  hear.  She  was  look- 
ing at  the  Chancellor's  carriage  standing  in 
front  of  the  entrance  to  the  Hall  of  Languages. 
The  impatience  of  the  horses  indicated  that 
they  had  stood  there  for  some  time. 

"  He  must  be  going  away,"  she  thought  as 
she  mounted  the  stairs. 

The  Chancellor  verified  her  prediction 
when  she  reached  the  office.  "  I  am  called 
to  New  York  on  business,  Winifred,"  he 
explained  without  looking  up.  "  I  shall 
be  gone  several  days.  Now  about  this 
mail " 

She  threw  off  her  coat  and  sat  down,  pencil 
and  note-book  in  hand,  without  stopping  to 
remove  her  hat. 

Dictation  and  directions  followed  so  rapidly 
that  her  nimble  fingers  and  nimbler  wits  were 
taxed  to  follow.  Finally  came  a  lull.  The 
Chancellor  had  picked  up  the  last  letter  and 
glanced  at  the  postmark  as  his  paper-knife 
made  an  incision  in  the  envelope. 
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"  Ah — Chicago,"  he  ejaculated,  and  read 
silently. 

The  reading  seemed  to  please  him  until  he 
came  to  the  last  sentences.  There  he  stopped, 
frowned  and  reread.  Dropping  the  letter  on 
the  desk,  he  glanced  at  his  watch,  snapped  it 
shut  and  put  it  absently  into  his  pocket. 
Then  he  turned  to  Winifred. 

"  Child,  has  Miss  Acre  ever  talked  to  you 
concerning  her  plans  for  next  year  ?  ' 

"  No,  Chancellor  Haight,  never."  If  the 
tone  was  a  trifle  vehement  the  Chancellor  did 
not  notice.  He  went  to  the  window  which 
commanded  a  view  of  the  science  hall  site  and 
looked  down. 

"  Then  you  have  no  idea  where  she  is  think- 
ing of  going  ? ' 

"  No,  not  an  idea."  Winifred  regarded 
him  in  surprise  a  moment,  adding  quietly, 
"  Miss  Acre  and  I  are  but  slightly  acquainted. 
We  meet  in  the  halls  occasionally — but  that 
is  all." 

The  Chancellor  nodded.  "  In  that  case,  of 

course,  you  cannot  tell  me "  His  voice 

trailed  away  into  silence. 

Coming  back  to  the  desk  he  thrust  the  let* 
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ter  into  its  envelope,  once  more  losing  him- 
self in  thought.  "  The  future  good  of  hun- 
dreds seems  to  rest  on  the  thoughtless  or  self- 
ish decision  of  one  girl,"  he  muttered  finally 
as  the  conclusion  of  a  train  of  silent  reasoning. 

This  speech  filled  Winifred  with  wonder. 
The  words  stayed  with  her,  ringing  over  and 
over  again  in  her  ears,  although  she  did  not 
understand  the  reference  and  the  Chancellor 
did  not  explain. 

He  shook  himself,  came  out  of  his  absorp- 
tion with  a  start,  and  spoke  rapidly  on  his 
way  to  the  door  : 

"  Take  care  of  that  letter  from  Mr.  Acre, 
Winifred,  and  if  Grey  comes  around  during 
my  absence,  let  him  read  it.  There  is  no 
pressing  need  for  a  reply — tell  him  the  matter 
seems  settled  so  far  as  we  have  anything  to  do 
with  it,  but  that  I  will  reply  when  I  return." 

"  Yes,  Chancellor  Haight,  I  shall  remem- 
ber." 

"  And,  Winifred,"  the  Chancellor  turned  at 
the  door.  His  face  relaxed  as  he  regarded 
her  with  twinkling  eyes.  "  If  a  letter  arrives 
postmarked  Naples,  Italy,  and  you  are  anxious 
to  know  the  contents " 
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"  Yes  !  "  eagerly. 

"  Why,  acquaint  yourself  with  them.  You 
have  my  permission." 

"  I  do  hope  it  will  come,"  smiled  Winifred, 
stowing  away  the  litter  on  the  desk,  "  because 
it  would  be  such  fun  to  open  a  letter  from 
Helen  Joyce  Forest.'3 

She  picked  up  Mr.  Acre's  letter  and  locked 
it  in  a  drawer  in  her  own  desk.  She  had  not 
received  permission  to  read  it,  and  the  idea  of 
doing  so  never  occurred  to  her,  much  as  she 
wished  to  know  the  contents.  But  from  the 
Chancellor's  disappointed  manner  she  con- 
cluded that  at  least  his  request  had  not  met 
with  an  unqualified  assent. 

The  electric  bell  sent  its  call  through  the 
halls,  and  in  front  of  the  hall  window  near 
the  Latin  class  room  Winifred  came  on  a 
group  of  three  containing  one  uncomfortable 
member.  They  were  Letitia,  Shirley  and 
Landon  Stearns. 

"  Miss  Lowe,"  called  Letitia  when  Winifred 
appeared.  "  Come  here,  will  you  ?  ' 

Letitia's  black  eyes  were  sparkling  with 
laughter  and  her  cheeks  were  flushed. 

Winifred  went  forward  slowly  to  the  win- 
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dow.  Letitia  put  out  a  hand  and  drew  her 
nearer  with  a  simulation  of  cordialty  most  be- 
wildering to  Landon  Stearns. 

"  There's  a  dispute  to  be  settled,"  announced 
Letitia.  "  Now,  I  depend  on  you  to  tell  the 
truth.  Stand  right  there,  please — who  is  the 
taller  ?  " 

With  a  quick  side  step  she  stood  beside  Lan- 
don shoulder  to  shoulder  for  an  instant,  but 
that  instant  gave  Winifred  a  new  and  surpris- 
ing impression.  She  was  not  surprised  at 
Letitia's  lack  of  dignity — she  had  long  sus- 
pected that  dignity  was  Letitia's  cloak  rather 
than  her  nature,  but  there  was  borne  in  on  her 
the  fact  with  which  Landon  had  been  trying  to 
impress  her  all  the  year,  namely,  that  he  was 
as  thoroughly  grown  up  as  herself, — no  longer 
a  manlike  boy  but  a  boyish  man. 

"  Well,"  challenged  Letitia. 

"  Mr.  Stearns  is  taller,"  returned  Winifred, 
obeying  the  call  of  the  last  gong. 

After  class  Landon  waylaid  her  in  the  hall. 
"  I  say,  Winifred,"  he  began,  "  that  invitation 
turned  up  after  all,  didn't  it  ?  ' 

"  No." 

Landon  stared  at  her.     "  Well,  that  beats 
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all !  How  queer  girls  are — that  is,  some  girls. 
Why,  I  thought  by  the  way  Miss  Acre  pulled 
you  around  up  there  beside  the  window  that 
she  had  probably  asked  you  to  receive  with 
her  !  I  don't  understand  it." 

"Neither  do  I,  Landon."  That  very  show 
of  intimacy  had  perplexed  Winifred.  "  I 
somehow  feel,  though,  that  whatever  Letitia 
does  has  back  of  it  some  sufficient  motive.'3 

"  Maybe,"  said  Landon  shrewdly,  "  that 
she's  afraid  that  if  it  ever  comes  to  her  election 
to  Alpha  Gamma,  you'll  blackball  her. 
Therefore  she's  bound  to  treat  you  well.'3 

"  I  have  thought  that  myself,"  admitted 
Winifred,  "  but  if  that  were  her  policy,  she 
surely  would  not  cut  out  my  invitation." 

Landon  passed  his  fingers  through  his  hair 
slowly.  "That's  true.  Well,  the  thing  is  be- 
yond my  grasp.  But  see  here,  Winifred,  how 
do  the  Alpha  Gammas  take  your  being 
snubbed  ?  Why,  if  all  our  fellows  except  me 
were  invited  out,  not  one  of  them  would  go  ! ' 

Instantly  Winifred's  loyalty  was  in  arms. 
"  The  girls  don't  know  it,"  she  exclaimed.  "  I 
haven't  talked  with  one  of  them  since  I  found 
out  myself." 
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"  They'll  find  it  out  all  right— if  I  have  to 
tell  'em,"  Landon  assured  her  confidently, 
"  and  then  Miss  Acre  will  get  a  cool  glance  or 
two,  I'm  thinking  ! ' 

Winifred  was  thinking  the  same  thing, 
and  the  thought  was  comforting  to  her  very 
human  heart.  But  to  Landon  she  merely  re- 
plied lightly,  "  Such  things  usually  do  come  to 
light,"  and  stopped  at  the  office  door,  adding, 
"  Enjoy  yourself  this  evening  enough  for  two." 

"  Yes,  I  shall,"  he  returned  half  brusquely 
as  he  turned  on  his  heel  and  strode  away, 
leaving  her  feeling  suddenly  and  unaccount- 
ably hurt  that  he  should  be  anticipating  a 
pleasure  from  which  she  was  excluded. 

"  How  unreasonable  I'm  getting  to  be,"  she 
mourned  aloud  in  the  deserted  office.  "  So 
tired  and  unreasonable." 

But  the  feeling  persisted  until,  at  five 
o'clock,  she  swung  the  vestibule  door  back  and 
faced  a  bracing  west  wind.  The  sun  was  still 
shining,  and  a  robin,  the  first  of  the  season, 
chirped  from  a  bare  limb  close  by.  The  air 
and  the  earth  were  full  of  promises  of  a  new 
and  pleasanter  life.  A  half  hour  later,  she 
was  smiling  as  she  rapped  on  Mrs.  Sweet's  door. 
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As  Winifred  entered  the  scowl  faded  from 
Mrs.  Sweet's  face.  She  settled  back  in  her 
chair  and,  allowing  her  shoulders  to  settle  con- 
tentedly, resumed  her  knitting. 

"  There's  been  more  of  the  lodgers  at  that 
door  to-day,  and  they  all  wanted  things  done 
for  'em  !  "  she  explained.  "  It's  got  me  riled 
through  and  through  ! ' 

Winifred  laughed.  "  Then  you  infer  I 
never  want  things  done?  ' 

Mrs.  Sweet's  face  took  on  a  few  more  wrin- 
kles. She  clucked  softly.  "  You  generally 
take  things  as  they  come,  and  ain't  always 
asking  if  they  can't  be  different.'3 

Winifred  backed  up  against  the  door. 
"  There's  exactly  where  you're  not  right/'  she 
retorted,  "  for  if  I  thought  it  would  do  any 
good  I  should  ask  to  have  some  things  differ- 
ent right  here  and  now." 

Mrs.  Sweet  pushed  her  glasses  down  and 
surveyed  the  girl  with  uncertain  but  loving 
eyes.  "  If  'tis  anything  I  can  do  for  you  I 
will,"  she  said  dropping  her  knitting  and  pick- 
ing up  a  corner  of  her  apron.  "  What  is  it 
you'd  like  fixed  ?  " 

"  I'd  like  my  patience  repaired,"  returned 
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Winifred  solemnly,  "  and  a  shingle  put  over 
the  leak  in  my  common  sense,  and  a  skylight 
inserted  above  my  intellect  and  an  extension 
put  on  my  strength  ! ' 

"  Hear  the  child  talk  !  "  cackled  Mrs.  Sweet, 
wringing  her  apron  softly.  "  Just  hear  that 
child  talk  1 " 

In  her  own  room  "  that  child  "  made  a  joy- 
ful noise  as  she  whisked  about  preparing  sup- 
per, insisting  to  herself  she  was  not  tired  and 
had  forgotten  all  about  the  Acres  and  the  nu- 
merous happenings  connected  with  them. 

"  This  is  the  evening,"  she  told  herself  get- 
ting into  a  kimono,  "  when  I  shall  review 
Logic  and  go  over  those  notes  on  Roman  His- 
tory/1 

She  was  just  opening  her  note-book  at  nine 
o'clock  when  an  auto  sounded  in  the  street 
beneath,  and  the  machine  came  to  a  stand- 
still in  front  of  the  house.  Autos  did  not 
habitually  stop  beneath  Mrs.  Sweet's  sign 
"  Rooms  to  Let,"  therefore,  Winifred  drew 
aside  the  curtain  and  looked  down  curiously. 

At  the  same  time  she  heard,  coming  up  the 
stairs  and  along  the  hall,  the  hurried  rustle 
of  silk  skirts,  followed  by  a  light  tap  on  her 
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door  and  a  voice,  "  Oh,  Winifred,  may  I  come 
in?" 

It  was  Shirley,  flushed  and  breathless  from 
running  up  the  stairs,  a  lovely  picture  framed 
in  the  doorway,  her  brown  eyes  shining,  a 
white  lace  scarf  over  her  curly  brown  hair,  a 
fur-lined  cloak  falling  open  to  disclose  the 
pale  blue  of  her  silk  mull  gown. 

"  Winifred,"  she  cried  pausing  with  her 
hand  on  the  door-knob,  "  are  you  dreadfully 
busy  this  evening  ?  ' 

Shirley  was  excited,  but  the  excitement  was 
not  altogether  due  to  her  anticipations  of  the 
evening's  enjoyment.  Her  gaze  did  not  meet 
Winifred's  squarely  as  she  came  in  and  closed 
the  door,  and  there  was  a  forced  note  in  her 
questions  and  regret  and  gaiety. 

"  Yes/'  Winifred  responded  in  surprise,  "  I 
am  busy,  but — sit  down,  Shirley,  I  don't  un- 
derstand   " 

"No,  no,"  interrupted  Shirley,  "  I  can't  sit 
down.  I  was  so  afraid  it  would  be  just  this 
way — that  you'd  think  you  couldn't  afford  to 
spend  the  evening  out." 

"  To  spend  the  evening  out  ? '  Winifred 
repeated. 
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Shirley,  fumbling  in  her  muff,  produced  a 
large  square  envelope  and  held  it  out  with  a 
hurried  explanation  which  dyed  her  cheeks  a 
deeper  red. 

"  Here  it  is,  Winifred — your  invitation. 
Do  you  know,  Letitia  and  her  mother  are  aw- 
fully cut  up  over  it,  but  you  see,  some  way, 
Mrs.  Acre's  maid  overlooked  it  when  she  car- 
ried the  others  to  the  mail  and  there  it  has  been 
all  this  time  in  Mrs.  Acre's  desk — oh,  dear !  It's 
too  bad,  but  they  are  lovely  about  it,  Winifred, 
and  I  came  to  see  if  you  wouldn't  get  ready 
now  " — here  Shirley's  manner  became  more 
nervous,  "  but  of  course — if  you  are  very  busy 
they  will  excuse  you ' 

Winifred  laid  the  envelope  on  the  table 
without  opening  it.  She  was  standing  very 
erect,  her  head  held  unnecessarily  high. 
"  Yes/'  she  returned  in  a  tone  which  further 
heightened  Shirley's  color,  "  they  will  cer- 
tainly excuse  me  ! ' 

An  expression  of  relief  swept  over  Shirley's 
face,  but  she  backed  toward  the  door,  still 
protesting.  "  The  Acres  are  awfully  mortified 
about  the  mistake.  They'll  feel  badly  when 
I  don't  bring  you,  but  of  course  if  you  feel 
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you  can't  come "  Without  finishing  her 

sentence  she  departed  leaving  in  her  wake  a 
faint  odor  of  white  rose. 

Winifred  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor 
staring  at  the  door.  She  had  taken  the  pins  out 
of  her  hair,  and  it  tumbled  down  to  her  waist 
over  her  shoulders,  making  her  appear  more 
childlike  than  ever.  Her  head  dropped  until 
her  hair  fell  over  her  face  in  a  soft  veil, 
through  which  her  eyes,  her  insignia  of  a 
sweet  womanhood,  looked  fixedly. 

Suddenly  she  lifted  her  head  and  tossed 
her  hair  back.  "  Yes,  it's  well  done,"  she  said 
aloud  bitterly.  "  It  couldn't  be  better  done. 
They  have  not  left  me  a  loophole  for  com- 
plaint even  if  I  were  given  to  speaking  of 
slights.  Now  they  can  explain  their  mistake 
to  every  one  and  mourn  over  it,  and  every 
one  will  believe  that  they  really  wanted  me 
at  their  party — even  Landon  will  believe 
them !  " 
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"  SAXON  maiden,  where  art  thou  ?  '  reached 
Winifred's  ears  by  way  of  the  keyhole. 

"  Under  my  vine  and  fig  tree  and  over 
my  gas  stove/'  in  tones  of  rather  strained 
jollity. 

"Art  visible ?'  still  through  the  key- 
hole. 

"  Yes,  come  in." 

"  And  stay — how  many  minutes  ?  '  Louise 
Wallace  entered,  holding  a  magazine  behind 
her. 

"  Until  you  see  the  last  mouthful  of  break- 
fast disappear." 

"  Eat  slowly  then,  I  prithee,"  implored 
Louise  sitting  down  decorously  in  the  morris 
chair.  "  You  slept  at  least  two  hours,  didn't 
you  ? '  with  a  sidelong  glance  at  Winifred's 
heavy  eyes.  "  Miss  Acre's  invitation  must 
have  acted  like  mince  pie  eaten  at  midnight." 

126 
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Louise  had  come  on  the  scene  the  previous 
evening  just  after  Shirley  had  left. 

Winifred  stooped  over  her  cupboard,  her 
back  turned  on  her  caller,  her  reply  lost  in 
the  sound  of  moving  dishes. 

Louise  with  twinkling  eyes  laid  an  engraved 
sheet  on  the  cupboard,  compelling  the  cook 
to  read  an  invitation  to  the  Delta  Kappa 
Epsilon  reception. 

"  First  one  I  ever  received  from  that  quarter, 
Winifred." 

"  Mr.  Grey  is  back  of  it,  isn't  he,  Louise  ?  " 
Winifred  deserted  the  poem  in  very  girlish 
interest  in  the  other's  affairs.  "  I  am  awfully 
glad  you  can  go." 

Louise  arose  with  an  exaggerated  sigh. 
"Yes,  but  first  comes  the  abiding  question  of 
dress.  I  haven't  had  an  evening  dress,  you 
know,  in  a  year.  Does  the  safety-pin  on  the 
back  of  my  waist  show  above  my  belt — and  is 
my  belt  pinned  down  to  your  liking  ?  ' 

"  No — and  yes,"  smiled  Winifred,  answer- 
ing both  questions. 

"  Then  '  Fare  thee  well,  for  I  must  leave 
thee/  '  and  Louise  slammed  the  door  behind 
her  going  down  the  hall  chanting, 
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"  Backward,  turn  backward 

O  Time  in  your  flight, 
And  bring  the  old  styles  again 
Just  for  one  night ! " 

Having  eaten  her  breakfast,  Winifred 
donned  hat  and  coat  and  started  for  the  Hill. 
As  she  was  going  up  the  first  flight  of  stairs  in 
the  Hall  of  Languages  a  voice  hailed  her  in  a 
low,  clear  tone  from  below  : 

" Winifred,  wait  a  moment,  will  you?  I 
want  to  tell  you  something." 

Lillian  Antwerp  glanced  hastily  about  to 
make  sure  of  the  absence  of  masculinity  before 
speeding  up  the  stairs. 

"  We  were  all  so  sorry  last  night  about  the 
mistake,"  Lillian  began  before  she  had  fairly 
reached  Winifred,  "  but  Mrs.  Acre  and  Letitia 
regretted  it  so  keenly  that  we  all  felt  sorrier 
even  for  them  than  for  you." 

Winifred  bit  her  lips  an  instant  and  then 
replied  evenly,  but  vaguely,  "  Yes,  I  could  not 
leave  my  work  to  go  after  the  invitation  came." 

Then,  as  Lillian  sped  on  down  the  hall,  she 
tried  to  escape  into  the  office  without  further 
interruption,  but  at  the  door  found  Shirley 
waiting  for  her.  Shirley  was  alone. 
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"  Letitia  is  at  home,  completely  tired  out/' 
she  began  hurriedly.  "  She  was  so  sorry  you 
couldn't  come — we  all  were." 

She  tucked  her  hand  beneath  Winifred's 
arm  and  continued  with  an  attempt  at  care- 
lessness, "  I  wonder  why  Landon  Stearns 
wasn't  at  the  Acres'  last  night."  She  glanced 
up  narrowly  at  the  other. 

"  Landon  Stearns  !  "  Winifred's  astonish- 
ment was  too  genuine  to  be  mistaken.  "  Why, 
he  was,  wasn't  he  ?  ' 

"  No.  He  sent  regrets  ;  and  the  Psi  U's  " — 
Shirley  gave  an  unbelieving  laugh,  "  all  told 
the  same  story — he  was  overwhelmed  with 
work." 

Winifred  laughed  aloud  in  sheer  pleasure  at 
Landon's  loyalty  as  she  opened  the  office  door. 
The  sunshine  which  streamed  across  the 
Chancellor's  desk  seemed  brighter  and  warmer 
than  ever.  Her  heart  was  warm  and  her  eyes 
smiling  as  she  sorted  a  pile  of  mail  waiting 
on  the  desk.  "  Oh  !  '  she  cried  aloud. 
"  Here  it  is,"  and  fell  eagerly  on  the  expected 
letter  with  the  Naples  postmark. 

The  appeal  in  the  Chancellor's  letter,  wrote 
Mrs.  Forest,  combined  with  her  own  desires, 
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would  bring  her  home  earlier  than  she  had 
intended  to  come.  She  would  be  in  Hunting- 
don during  Founders'  Week. 

While  Winifred  was  reading  the  letter  the 
telephone  bell  at  her  elbow  rang. 

"  Is  this  the  Chancellor's  office  ? "  asked 
Grey's  voice. 

"  It  is,  and  I  am  Miss  Lowe." 

"  Is  the  Chancellor  there  ? ' 

"  No,  he  is  in  New  York.  He  went  yester- 
day and  will  be  gone  several  days." 

"  That  so?  Well — er — Miss  Lowe,  do  you 
know  whether  he  has  heard  from  Acre  yet  ?  ' 

11  Yes,  a  letter  came  yesterday  1 ' 

"  And  he  says "  Grey's  voice  was 

eager. 

"  I  don't  know  the  contents  of  the  letter, 
Mr.  Grey,  but  it  is  in  my  desk,  and  the 
Chancellor  directed  me  to  give  it  to  you  to 
read  in  case  you  came  up." 

"  All  right — thank  you — I'm  anxious  to 
know.  Good-bye." 

That  afternoon  as  Winifred  left  the  office 
she  smiled,  but  not  teasingly,  when  she  saw 
Landon  Stearns  standing  in  the  hall.  He 
met  Winifred  with  the  expression  of  the  big 
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boy  who  expects  a  scolding  and  is  inclined  to 
think  he  deserves  one. 

But  Winifred  did  not  scold  him  for  await- 
ing her.  She  just  sighed  in  involuntary  con- 
tentment when  he  took  her  books  and  with 
one  hand  threw  open  the  outside  door,  with 
the  weight  of  which  she  had  often  struggled 
in  vain. 

"  I  sometimes  wish,  Landon,  that  I  were  a 
man,"  she  burst  out  suddenly,  "  a  great  big 
strong  man." 

"  Well,  great  Scott,  I  don't !  "  returned 
Landon  promptly,  and  Winifred  laughed 
merrily. 

Then  looking  up  mischievously  she  re- 
marked, "  I  hear  you  did  not  go  to  Letitia's 
party  last  night." 

Landon  reddened.  "  No,  couldn't  go." 
Then  his  eyes  sought  the  most  distant  point 
of  landscape  in  sight  while  he  muttered 
hastily,  "  Work — I'd  left  my  notes  in  Chemis- 
try   " 

"  Landon ! " 

"  I  had — honestly — on  purpose  ! ' 

When  their  laugh  died  away,  there  was  a 
moment's  silence  broken  by  Landon. 
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"  I  didn't  intend  to  go  from  the  time  I 
knew  she'd  treated  you  that  way.'3 

Winifred  looked  up.  "  You're  a  nice  boy, 
Landon,"  she  said,  but  some  way  the  tabooed 
expression  did  not  have  its  usual  sound  in 
Landon's  ears. 

"  But,  Landon/3  she  went  on,  "  I  must  tell 
you  " — she  turned  her  head  away — "  Letitia 
sent  me  the  invitation  last  evening " 

Landon  interrupted  indignantly,  "  So  one 
of  the  fellows  said  that  Miss  Dean  told  him. 
I  didn't  say  a  word,  but " 

"  Don't  you  believe  in  its  sincerity  ? ' 

"  No,  and  neither  do  you.7' 

"  But  all  the  girls  do." 

"  That's  because  they  don't  know  a  few 
facts  concerning  the  Acres  which  we  know," 
and  there  was  a  community  of  interest  ex- 
pressed in  that  pronoun  which  Winifred  did 
not  resent. 

The  following  afternoon  as  she  sat  working 
in  the  office,  Mr.  Grey  appeared,  followed  by 
the  third  member  of  the  science  hall  commit- 
tee, Denim.  The  latter  was  several  years 
older  than  Grey,  and  he  naturally  lacked 
some  of  the  enthusiasm  with  which  Grey 
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entered  into  college  life.  But  he  took  a  keen 
interest  in  the  science  hall  project,  and  was 
quite  as  eager  as  Mr.  Grey  to  hear  the  Acre  letter. 

Winifred  brought  it  from  her  desk,  and 
with  it  a  carbon  copy  of  the  Chancellor's  to 
which  it  was  a  reply.  Grey  read  both  aloud. 
Mr.  Acre  confirmed  what  he  had  said  in  Mr. 
Grey's  hearing,  stating  that  he  would  "  come 
down  handsomely '  for  Huntingdon  or  any 
other  college  which  could  hold  Letitia,  and 
would  do  so  the  following  year — provided 
his  daughter  decided  to  continue  her  course 
in  Huntingdon ;  but  there  lay  a  doubt. 
Letitia  had,  in  her  letters,  told  him  that 
probably  she  would  change  colleges  next 
year,  although  she  had  not  decided. 

Her  decision  would  determine  whether  or 
not  her  father  "  came  down  handsomely." 

"  The  future  good  of  hundreds  may  depend 
on  the  thoughtless  or  selfish  decision  of  one 
girl,"  the  Chancellor  had  said.  Now  Wini- 
fred understood  the  reference,  and  swift  on 
the  heels  of  the  understanding  came  the 
memory  of  Letitia's  declaration  to  Shirley 
that  she  should  not  return  to  Huntingdon 
unless  she  could  become  an  Alpha  Gamma. 
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"  Could  she  not  be  persuaded  to  stay 
here?'  was  Denim's  first  question. 

Grey  began  to  finger  his  watch  fob  with 
nervous  fingers.  Instead  of  replying  he 
turned  to  Winifred.  "  Did  the  Chancellor 
comment  on  this  letter,  Miss  Lowe  ? ' 

"  He  left  you  word  that  he  would  reply  to 
it  when  he  returned,  but  that  there  was  no 
hurry,  as  the  matter  seemed  to  be  settled  for 
the  present,  so  far  as  he  could  settle  it." 

Here  Denim  broke  in  again  impatiently. 
"  Not  at  all.  I  can't  see  it  in  that  light.  I 
think  we  ought  to  talk  to  the  young  lady.  Let 
us  find  out  if  possible  why  she  is  undecided/' 

Again  the  younger  man  turned  to  Wini- 
fred, asking  in  laughing  uncertainty :  "  Are 
you  in  Miss  Acre's  confidence,  Miss  Lowe  ? ' 

Winifred  shook  her  head  emphatically. 
She  was  relieved  that  the  question  was  so 
couched  that  she  could  slip  out  of  the  conver- 
sation altogether,  not  feeling  at  liberty  to  re- 
peat what  she  had  overheard  Letitia  say  or  to 
discuss  sorority  affairs. 

Denim  leaned  forward  and  brought  his 
hand  down  on  the  desk  emphatically.  "  My 
idea  is  to  lay  the  case  before  the  daughter. 
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Persuade  her  to  remain.  It  may  be  it's  a 
1  handsome  thing '  from  the  father  against  a 
little  urging  of  the  daughter." 

Grey  laughed.  "  If  she  has  her  father  as 
completely  in  subjection  as  she  has  her 
mother,  persuading  her  will  do  more  good 
than  writing  to  him." 

"  Very  well/'  urged  Denim.  "  Let's  have 
her  in  here  now,  if  she's  around.  Strike 
while  the  iron's  hot." 

Still  Grey  hesitated.  "  Is  it  wise,  do  you 
think,  so  long  as  the  Chancellor  has  begun 
the  correspondence " 

"  The  Chancellor  ! '  burst  out  the  other. 
"  Why,  he  was  put  on  this  committee,  if  you 
remember,  merely  as  a  reference  for  us— a 
source  of  information.  Are  we  going  to  let 
him  shoulder  all  the  work  ?  Furthermore," 
continued  Denim,  "  it  strikes  me  that  an  ap- 
peal from  the  chairman  of  the  committee," 
with  a  comprehensive  survey  of  Grey's  fault- 
lessly groomed  person,  "  might,  have  more 
weight  with  the  daughter  than  an  appeal  from 
the  Chancellor." 

"  Even  if  the  Chancellor  made  one  !  "  mut- 
tered Grey. 
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He  was  conscious  of  a  doubt  on  the  subject, 
yet,  knowing  Miss  Acre  personally,  and  gaug- 
ing accurately  her  relations  to  her  father,  he 
felt  that  an  appeal  to  her  would  be  only 
reasonable,  since  her  father's  gift  depended  on 
her  actions. 

"  Is  Miss  Acre  in  the  building,  do  you 
know  ?  '  he  asked  Winifred  as  she  was  start- 
ing toward  the  outer  office  to  consult  the  regis- 
ter. 

A  message  was  sent  to  a  class  room,  and 
when  Winifred  returned,  she  found  Letitia 
sitting  in  front  of  the  Chancellor's  desk,  her 
cloak  thrown  over  the  chair  back,  where  its 
scarlet  lining  formed  a  brilliant  background 
for  her  soft  gray  gown.  She  wore  a  gray  hat 
also,  with  a  scarlet  winged  bird  resting  against 
her  black  hair. 

She  was  reading  slowly  the  copy  of  the 
Chancellor's  letter  to  her  father  which  Denim 
had  put  into  her  hands  as  a  preface  to  what 
he  wished  to  say,  for  Grey  had  courteously  in- 
sisted on  the  older  man's  taking  the  initiative 
in  the  conversation. 

"  I'll  come  in  on  the  chorus,"  laughed  Grey. 

The  subject  of  the  letter  was  a  new  one  to 
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Letitia,  who  was  as  yet  undecided  whether  to 
be  pleased  or  displeased — therefore,  she  read 
the  carbon  copy  carefully. 

"  Now,"  Denim  said  pleasantly,  handing 
another  letter  across  the  desk,  "  if  you  will 
read  your  father's  reply  you  will  get  the  gist 
of  the  whole  matter." 

As  she  finished,  Denim  continued,  "  At  the 
close  of  that  letter,  Miss  Acre,  is  the  clause 
which  has  led  us  to  send  for  you — a  doubt  as 
to  whether  you  will  return  here  next  year  ? ' 

"  Yes,"  Letitia  laid  the  letters  side  by  side 
on  the  desk.  She  paused,  thinking.  "  There 
is  a  doubt,  certainly.  I  have  not  yet  decided 
— to  return." 

"  Surely  it's  not  possible  to  decide  against 
Huntingdon  after  having  been  here  a  year," 
broke  in  Grey  smilingly. 

Letitia  answered  the  smile.  "  All  of  us 
don't  see  alike." 

"  We  regret,"  began  Denim,  "  that  you  don't 
see  the  matter  as  Mr.  Grey  does,  because  we 
are  so  deeply  in  need  of  the  gift  which  your 
presence  might  bring.  Of  course,  I  recognize 
the  reasonableness  of  your  father's  desire  to 
benefit  the  college  of  your  final  choice,  and  I 
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wish  to  talk  to  you  very  frankly  with  that  one 
end  in  view — to  persuade  you  for  the  good  of 
Huntingdon  to  finish  your  course  here — to 
make  this  your  college  home." 

He  talked  slowly  but  earnestly,  his  words 
emphasized  by  frequent  remarks  from  Grey. 
He  dwelt  on  the  growth  of  the  science  depart- 
ment, due  to  the  efficiency  of  its  present  head  ; 
a  growth  out  of  all  proportion  to  its  accommo- 
dations. 

"  This  very  year,"  Grey  interjected,  "  we 
know  that  numbers  of  students  who  intend  to 
specialize  in  science  turned  away  from  Hunt- 
ingdon on  that  account." 

Furthermore,  Denim  spoke  of  the  unavail- 
ing efforts  put  forth  for  months  by  the  mem- 
bers of  the  science  hall  committee  to  raise 
money  for  a  building,  and  finally  of  their  dis- 
appointment at  the  closing  remarks  of  her 
father's  letter. 

Had  Winifred  been  in  Letitia's  place  this 
talk  would  have  had  its  desired  effect.  On 
Winifred  the  needs  of  the  college  laid  a  strong 
hand  as  the  men  talked,  and  she  wished  again, 
passionately,  for  her  lost  fortune. 

To  Letitia,  however,  the  needs  of  the  college 
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meant  nothing.  She  settled  back  in  her  chair 
with  a  growing  enjoyment  in  the  situation. 
Here  was  the  board  of  trustees,  according  to 
her  way  of  looking  at  it,  "  on  their  knees ' 
before  her,  for  their  enthusiasm  in  the  matter, 
coupled  with  the  girl's  vivid  personality,  her 
quickness  at  parrying  their  questions,  and  the 
half  hope  she  held  out  of  a  favorable  decision, 
all  led  them  to  urge  her  more  strongly  than 
either  man  had  intended.  The  realization  of 
her  own  importance  intoxicated  Letitia.  Her 
eyes  shone  excitedly  and  her  cheeks  were 
vividly  scarlet.  A  broadening  vista  of  in- 
fluence and  popularity  stretched  out  before 
her.  To  her  popularity  among  the  students 
she  was  adding  popularity  among  alumni 
prominent  in  the  society  of  the  city,  and  the 
gratitude  of  the  board  of  trustees. 

Suddenly  the  light  faded  from  her  eyes. 
In  rising  she  had  turned  toward  a  front  win- 
dow and  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  Alpha 
Gamma  chapter  house.  The  sight  of  it 
brought  back  to  mind  the  disappointment 
that  it  stood  for. 

"  Miss  Acre,  when  shall  we  know  your  de- 
cision?" asked  Denim. 
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A  slight  scowl  disfigured  her  face,  and  there 
was  a  change  in  her  tone  as  she  answered  al- 
most brusquely,  "  I  don't  know.  I  cannot 
say  now.'1  She  picked  up  a  scarf  which  lay 
lightly  on  the  desk,  and  in  looking  down,  her 
eye  was  caught  by  the  two  letters,  the  Chancel- 
lor's and  her  father's. 

"  By  the  way,  Miss  Acre,"  Grey  leaned 
over  the  desk  pointing  to  Mr.  Acre's  letter, 
"  at  the  close  of  that,  your  father  says,  if  you 
notice,  that  he  wishes  nothing  said  about  the 
matter  publicly  until  your  decision  is  made. 
No  one  except  the  science  hall  committee 
knows  anything  about  it ' 

Letitia  placed  her  finger  on  the  "  Per  W. 
L.'1  at  the  close  of  the  Chancellor's  letter  and 
looked  up  half  absently  at  the  speaker. 

Grey  answered  the  gesture.  "  And  of 
course,  Miss  Lowe."  His  tone  was  matter  of 
fact.  "  It's  necessary  for  her  to  know  all  the 
college  affairs,  but  I  assure  you  that  we  will 
all  respect  your  father's  request.  No  word  of 
this  correspondence  escapes  one  of  us." 

Letitia's  eyes  suddenly  opened  widely.  A 
subtle  change  flashed  across  her  face,  the 
sparkle  of  an  idea.  "  Oh  ! '  she  exclaimed 
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and  turned  the  word  into  a  cough  behind  her 
scarf.  "  I  sympathize  with  papa's  desire  for 
secrecy  until  the  matter  is  settled/'  she  re- 
sponded after  a  moment,  arranging  her  cloak, 
"  and,  of  course,  mamma  and  I  will  say  noth- 
ing. You  need  not  be  afraid  of  that." 

As  the  door  closed  behind  her,  the  two  men 
looked  at  each  other.  Denim  broke  the 
silence.  "  Sharp,  isn't  she  ?  ' 

"  Rather,"  Grey  laughed.  "  You  notice  we 
did  not  find  out  what  her  reasons  are  for  think- 
ing of  leaving." 

"  I  noticed,"  drily  from  Denim.  "  But  see 
here,  Grey.  You  meet  her  socially,  you  say. 
Well,  you  may  be  able  yet  to  learn." 

Grey  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  I  suspect 
now,  and  I  think  I  can  collect  enough  evi- 
dence to  justify  my  suspicions." 


CHAPTER  X 

THE  RULE  OF  SEVEN 

IT  was  Friday  afternoon,  and  although  the 
Chancellor  had  returned  in  the  middle  of  the 
week,  and  work  was  piled  high  in  the  office, 
he  insisted  on  Winifred's  attending  her  so- 
rority meeting. 

There  were  no  recitations  on  the  Hill  after 
two-thirty  on  Friday,  and  all  the  sororities 
held  their  weekly  meetings  at  three. 

When  Winifred  entered  the  chapter  house, 
she  came  on  a  confused  and  noisy  scene.  The 
entire  active  chapter  were  there,  but  instead 
of  being  in  the  chapter  hall,  they  were  scat- 
tered over  the  first  floor,  all  talking  at  once. 
In  the  front  and  back  parlors,  the  furniture 
was  huddled  into  the  middle  of  the  rooms 
while  girls,  armed  with  yardsticks  and  tape 
measures,  occupied  the  borders. 

"  Better    leave    onlv    a    foot,"    Alexandra 

V 

Hearn's  voice  pierced  the  confusion,  "  because 
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the  floors  are  in  such  bad  shape  for  polish- 
ing." 

"  What  is  it  ?  '  Winifred  asked  of  Rebecca 
Bicknell. 

"  Why,  Winifred,  don't  you  know  ?  It's 
the  loveliest  thing ! — do  keep  still,  Rose, 
while  I  tell  her — Mrs.  Acre  found  out  that 
we  were  trying  to  refurnish  the  chapter  house 
and  she  sent  us  a  note  yesterday — yes,  Annie, 
in  just  one  minute — and — where  was  I  ?  Oh, 
yes  !  She  sent  us  a  note  asking  the  privilege 
of  giving  rugs  for  the  parlors.  We're  measur- 
ing for  'em  now.  Isn't  that  the  sweetest 
thing " 

"  Reb,  do  come  here  and  help." 

"  Coming,  Annie,"  and  away  Rebecca  flew. 

"  Next  time  I  see  Mrs.  Acre  I'm  going  to 
hug  her,"  proclaimed  a  voice  from  the  library. 

"  Well,  Belle,  let  us  hope  you  will  have  lost 
some  of  your  muscle  before  that  or  there  won't 
be  enough  left  of  her  to  buy  rugs." 

Winifred  glanced  about  the  rooms.  She 
ought  to  be  very  glad — as  glad  as  the  others — 
yes,  more  so,  because  she  had  been  able  to  con- 
tribute only  a  mite — yes,  she  was  glad. 

At   her   elbow   Shirley   paused.     "  Isn't  it 
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dear  of  Mrs.  Acre,  Winifred,  to  give  us  so 
much?" 

Winifred's  voice  was  sweet  and  clear  and 
Winifred's  gaze  was  frank  and  direct.  "  Yes, 
Shirley,  it  is  very,  very  kind  of  her."  An  ex- 
pression akin  to  shame  crossed  Shirley's  face, 
causing  Winifred  to  wonder  as  she  had  won- 
dered often  before  how  much  of  the  past  Leti- 
tia  had  confided  to  her  most  intimate  friend. 

"  Here's  Winifred  !  "  cried  Lillian  Antwerp 
spying  her.  "  Another  freshman  to  the  res- 
cue ! '  waving  a  tape  measure.  "  Get  down 
on  your  knees,  Winifred,  and  help." 

"  No,  she  needn't,"  Alexandra  Hearn  encir- 
cled her  with  a  protecting  arm.  "  When  Wini- 
fred comes  only  once  in  two  or  three  weeks 
she  is  not  going  down  on  her  knees." 

In  the  front  parlor  Shirley  was  speaking. 
"  She's  to  order  the  rugs  in  New  York.  She's 
going  there  before  long,  and  perhaps  Letitia 
will  go  with  her — Letitia  says  they're  to  be 
beauties " 

"  Here's  the  postman,  girls,"  announced 
Rebecca,  meeting  him  at  the  door.  At  once, 
rugs,  gifts,  parties  were  forgotten,  and  Alpha 
Gamma  swarmed  into  the  hall. 
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"Is  there  a  letter  for  me?  "arose  as  one 
heart-felt  question  from  a  dozen  throats. 

"  Here,  Rosie,"  Shirley  handed  a  large  en- 
velope to  a  tall  junior,  "Uncle  Nat  has  sent 
along  another  check,  see  if  he  hasn't !  I  wish 
I  could  draw  the  wool  as  nicely  over  papa's 
eyes  as  you  do  over  your  Uncle  Nat's.'3 

"  But  college  costs  a  heap,  and  you  know  it 
does  !  "  remonstrated  Rose  in  an  injured  tone. 
She  tore  the  letter  open  and  waved  a  long 
piece  of  yellow  paper.  "  Hi,  girls,  I'll  add  an- 
other dollar  toward  the  chairs." 

"  Good  for  Uncle  Nat !  "  chimed  in  half  a 
dozen  voices  as  their  owners  crowded  around 
Rose  to  inspect  the  denomination  of  the  check. 
Of  course  it  was  a  family  matter.  Everything 
was  a  family  matter  in  the  chapter  house. 

After  chapter  meeting  Winifred  went  back 
to  the  office  cheerfully.  She  found  the  Chan- 
cellor at  the  telephone  talking  with  Grey. 
They  were  evidently  finishing  a  conversation 
concerning  the  Acre  matter  and  the  course  of 
the  two  trustees  with  Letitia.  The  Chancel- 
lor's face  bore  a  frown  of  displeasure,  although 
his  voice  was  even  and  pleasant. 

"  Well,"  he  was  saying,  "  it  is  hardly  the 
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course  I  should  have  taken,  but  that's  not  say- 
ing that  it  may  not  prove  a  wise  course.  It 
depends  much  on  the  girl.  If  she  knew  noth- 
ing concerning  the  matter  it  is  possible  her 
father  did  not  intend  her  to  know — but  then 
— I  presume  that  it  is  all  right.'3 

Then  he  listened  a  while,  glancing  at  Win- 
ifred, finally  answering  decidedly  : 

11  No,  1  told  you  that  she  said  she  knew 
nothing  of  Miss  Acre's  plans,  and  on  the  so- 
rority side  of  the  question  I  have  no  more 
right  to  question  her  than  I  should  have  to 
question  any  sorority  member.  That  would 
be  unfair,  as  you  would  realize  in  my  position. 
Probably  your  inference  is  correct,  but  if  it  is, 
we  cannot  change  matters." 

Winifred's  heart  glowed  in  gratitude  to  the 
Chancellor,  for  she  could  easily  guess  what 
lay  behind  the  answer. 

That  night  as  she  reached  her  room,  she 
found  under  the  door  a  letter,  or  rather  two. 
One  was  from  Landon  Stearns,  Sr.,  urging  her 
to  return  to  the  office  of  the  Stearns  Bros, 
for  the  summer  vacation. 

"  You  are  always  needed  here,"  he  wrote, 
"  for  no  one  can  be  found  who  fills  your  place." 
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With  this  letter  came  a  little  note  from  Mrs. 
Stearns  reminding  her  that  she  was  ever 
welcome  in  the  home  as  well  as  in  the  office, 
and  a  homesick  pang  assailed  Winifred  as  she 
recalled  the  cozy  suburban  house. 

As  she  sat  down  to  supper,  Mrs.  Sweet  ap- 
peared with  her  knitting.  Mrs.  Sweet  often 
"  looked  in  '  during  Winifred's  supper  hour. 
*'  It's  the  only  time  you  seem  to  have  that's 
not  portioned  off,"  she  announced,  occupying 
the  morris  chair.  "  And  I'm  sort  of  lonesome 
to-night  with  Louise  gone." 

It  was  the  night  of  the  "  Deke  "  reception, 
and  Louise  had  gone  early  to  College  Road  to 
her  sorority  house  to  accompany  the  other 
members  who  were  invited. 

"She's  going  to  stay  all  night  with  the 
girls,"  Mrs.  Sweet  continued,  "  that  is,  as  much 
of  the  night  as  is  left  after  that  party." 

"  I  hope  she'll  have  a  pleasant  time,"  re- 
turned Winifred.  "  Did  her  dress  look  well?  ' 

"  She  thought  it  did,"  was  the  guarded  re- 
ply. "  Dear  knows,  the  dressmaker  was 
workin'  on  it  long  enough  for  it  to  look  some- 
how. But  I  should  hate  to  wear  the  thing. 
I'd  be  afraid  it  would  come  apart  and  fall  off 
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me.  There  ain't  no  substance  to  it- -just  a  bit 
of  lace  held  together  with  a  ribbon  and  a 
buckle,  seems  to  me.'3 

Winifred  chuckled. 

Mrs.  Sweet  suddenly  peered  over  her  glasses. 
"  Is  that  Mr.  White  going  to  be  there  ?  " 

"  Grey,"  corrected  Winifred.     "  Yes." 

11  Huh  !  Some  sort  of  color,  I  always  re- 
member. Grey,  is  it  ?  He's  a  lawyer,  Louise 
says." 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  he  don't  look  it — too  young." 

"  But,"  Winifred  hastened  to  explain, 
"he  has  just  begun  the  practice  of  law. 
This  year  is  his  first,  I  think.  People  say  he 
is  doing  well." 

Mrs.  Sweet  nodded.  "  I'm  glad  to  hear 
that.  Called  twice  last  week,  took  her  and  a 
lot  of  others  out  in  his  automobile  this  week 
and  to-night — huh  ! — lots  of  teaching  she'll 
do  next  year ! '  Winifred  laughed  at  the 
abrupt  conclusion.  Mrs.  Sweet  joined  the 
laugh.  Then  she  unfolded  her  knitting, 
humped  herself  over  it  in  scorn  of  the  back 
of  the  chair,  pulled  her  glasses  far  down  her 
nose,  and  changed  the  subject. 
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"  Sister  Sarah's  got  down-stairs  cleaned  in 
her  boardin'  house  at  Harvey's  Point.  She's 
goin'  up-stairs  to-morrow." 

"  Yes,"  encouraged  Winifred. 

"  She's  bound  I  shall  go  and  live  there  this 
summer."  The  bent  shoulders  shrugged  con- 
temptuously. "  Live  like  a  boarder !  Set 
around  all  day  and  listen  to  the  waves  slosh 
against  the  rocks.  I'd  die  ! ; 

Winifred  laughed.  "  So  far  as  listening  to 
the  waves  '  slosh/  Mrs.  Sweet,  I  should  like  to 
hear  that,  but  the  idleness — well,  I  have  not 
been  idle  in  years.  I'm  doubtful  on  that  point." 

"  What're  you  going  to  do  this  summer?' 
queried  her  guest. 

"  I  have  not  yet  decided,"  Winifred  replied 
slowly.  "  The  Chancellor  wishes  me  to  re- 
main in  the  office  and  the  Stearns  Bros, 
have  just  asked  me  to  return  to  them.  But," 
laughing,  "  my  choice  would  be  to  roll  up 
some  blankets  and  live  the  simple  life  far 
from  the  madding  crowd.  I  shall  look  for  a 
good  cold  spring  somewhere  in  the  midst  of  a 
potato  patch  and  there  I'll  camp." 

"  Hear  the  child  talk  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Sweet  to 
the  kitchen  corner  screen. 
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When  her  hostess  had  finished  supper  she 
rolled  up  her  knitting  and  departed,  remark- 
ing at  the  door,  "  It's  wonderful  how  you  do 
chirk  a  body  up  ! ' 

The  following  day,  as  the  "  chirker '  en- 
tered the  office  after  one  of  her  recitations, 
she  found  Mr.  Grey  just  in  advance  of  her. 

"  Last  night,"  he  began,  shaking  hands 
with  the  Chancellor,  "  I  came  pat  on  a  little 
direct  information  which  substantiates  my  in- 
ference that  Miss  Acre  has  refused  invitations 
from  all  other  sororities  on  the  Hill  in  the 
hope  of  entering  Alpha  Gamma  some  time. 
You  remember  that's  what  I  telephoned  yes- 
terday?" 

"  Yes.':  The  Chancellor  leaned  forward, 
rescuing  his  eye-glasses,  which  he  adjusted 
further  down  on  his  nose. 

Mr.  Grey  hesitated,  looking  at  Winifred. 
Finally,  "  I  suppose,  Miss  Lowe,  that  when 
you  enter  the  office  you  cease  to  be  an  Alpha 
Gamma.'3  He  spoke  half  in  jest  and  half  in 
earnest. 

Winifred  met  his  eyes  understandingly  and 
squarely.  "  I  never  carry  a  word  of  informa- 
tion out  of  this  office  to  Alpha  Gamma,  and — 
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I  am  grateful  because  " — she  glanced  at  the 
Chancellor — "  I  am  never  asked  to  carry  a 
word  of  sorority  information,  which  is  not  in- 
tended for  the  public,  into  the  office/' 

Grey  gave  her  an  approving  nod  and  a 
glance  of  frank  admiration.  "  There  is  one 
Alpha  Gamma,  it  seems,  who  is  not  so  strict. 
I  picked  up  all  this  last  evening  at  the 
1  Deke '  reception.  Before  that,  as  I  telephoned 
you,  I  had  learned  that  Miss  Acre  has  refused 
an  invitation  from  every  sorority  on  the  Hill 
save  Alpha  Gamma.  Therefore,  my  suspi- 
cions/' with  a  backward  look  and  smile  at 
Winifred,  "lay  with  Alpha  Gamma.  Well, 
last  evening  at  the  reception,  after  failing  to 
draw  Miss  Acre  out  on  the  subject " 

The  Chancellor  frowned  and  swung  his 
eye-glasses,  perched  astride  his  forefinger,  rest- 
lessly to  and  fro. 

"  I  came  pat  on  the  information  I  was 
after,"  continued  Grey,  "from  one  of  our  fel- 
lows. He  said  that  some  time  ago  an  Alpha 
Gamma  told  him  that  the  sorority  was  very 
much  disappointed  because  Miss  Acre  entered 
college  a  month  late — after  they  had  pledged 
their  full  number  of  freshmen,  and  that  there 
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was  much  dissatisfaction  with  the  number 
rule  which  made  it  impossible  to  take  her  in." 

Instantly  Winifred's  suspicions  were  aroused. 
Could  it  have  been  Shirley  ?  Would  any  one 
else  say  such  a  thing? 

"  It's  just  as  I  supposed,"  Grey  went  on. 
"  The  rules  of  the  sorority  allow  only  seven  in 
each  class  delegation,  and  the  rule  has  never 
been  broken  since  the  days  of  Helen  Joyce 
Forest.  It  seems  that  she  and  six  congenial 
spirits  of  her  class  formed  the  original  chapter 
and  the  number — seven  in  a  class — became 
the  rule  which  keeps  Miss  Acre  out.  Now  I 
believe  that  right  here  is  the  source  of  her  in- 
decision as  to  next  year.  If  she  could  be  an 
Alpha  Gamma  she  would  stay." 

"  I  see,"  returned  the  Chancellor  briefly. 

"  And  so/'  Mr.  Grey  concluded  hesitatingly, 
"  under  the  circumstances — with  so  much  de- 
pending on  her  staying — it  occurred  to  me 
that  you  might  bring  your  influence  to  bear 
on  the  sorority  to  induce  them " 

The  Chancellor  brushed  the  remainder  of 
the  suggestion  away  in  a  gesture  of  disap- 
proval. Arising,  he  began  to  pace  the  floor 
with  a  hurried  step. 
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"  No,  Grey.  The  issue  is,  indeed,  of  vast  im- 
portance, but  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  the 
issue  lies  only  between  Mr.  Acre  and  myself. 
Alpha  Gamma  must  manage  its  own  affairs 
free  from  any  pressure  or  influence  from  me 
It  has  been  my  fixed  policy,  as  you  know,  not 
to  interfere  with  the  Greek  letter  societies  in 
the  orderly  conduct  of  their  affairs,  and  in  this 
case  for  us  to  use  information  which  Alpha 
Gamma  did  not  intend  to  have  made  public 
and  use  it  to  induce  the  society  to  break  its 
rules — no,  that  is  beneath  our  dignity.  I'm 
sure  you  will  see  it  so,  Grey." 

The  lawyer  laughed  uncomfortably  and 
rose.  Turning  to  Winifred  he  exclaimed 
lightly,  "  But  perhaps  there  will  be  a  way  for 
Miss  Acre  to  enter  Alpha  Gamma  next  year 
in  the  place  of  some  one  who  does  not  return. 
How  is  that,  Miss  Lowe  ?  Are  all  your  dele- 
gation coming  back  ?  " 

Winifred  looked  up.  There  was  a  strained 
expression  in  her  eyes.  She  looked  past  the 
younger  man  to  the  fatherly  face  beyond.  It 
seemed  to  her  a  long  moment  before  she  could 
command  speech,  and  when  it  came,  her  voice 
sounded  unnatural  and  far  away.  "  I  do  not 
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know  yet,  positively,  but  there  is  one — who 
may  not  return.'3 

The  lawyer's  face  lighted.  "  Ah — that's  a 
cheering  hope.  When  will  we  know,  and 
when  will  Alpha  Gamma  know  ? ' 

Winifred  bent  over  the  typewriter,  shaking 
her  head.  She  dared  not  trust  her  voice. 

At  twelve  o'clock,  as  she  started  toward  the 
little  restaurant  down  the  street  where  she 
lunched,  Shirley  joined  her. 

"  Letitia  has  just  learned,  Winifred,"  Shir- 
ley began,  tucking  her  hand  beneath  the 
other's  arm,  "  that  you  are  rooming  where 
Helen  Joyce  Forest  roomed  when  she  was  in 
college.  And  now  Letitia  is  dying  to  see  the 
house  because  she  thinks  Mrs.  Forest  is  such  a 
wonderful  writer,  and  because  Mrs.  Acre 
thinks  she  is  such  a  charming  woman " 

"Mrs.  Acre?'   interrupted  Winifred. 

Shirley  raised  her  eyebrows.  "  Oh,  yes, 
didn't  you  know  that  Mrs.  Acre  met  Mrs. 
Forest  in  Naples  last  spring  ?  They  were  in- 
vited to  some  dinner  or  other  together,  and 
there  were  other  charming  Alpha  Gamma 
alumnse  present,  and  Mrs.  Forest  responded  to 
a  toast.  Mrs.  Acre  was  pleased  with  all 
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the  Alpha  Gammas,  but  she  was  delighted 
with  Mrs.  Forest.  She  says  she  is  simply 
beautiful ! " 

"  Did  Miss  Acre  meet  her  also?'  There 
was  a  note  of  jealousy  in  Winifred's  tone. 

"  No,  Letitia  was  in  Rome  with  an  aunt  at 
the  time  and  missed  it  all." 

"  That  accounts,"  Winifred  told  herself  as 
she  turned  into  the  restaurant,  "  for  Letitia's 
corning  here  so  determined  to  .become  an 
Alpha  Gamma." 


CHAPTER  XI 

FRESHMAN  ANTICS 

THE  morning  after  the  "Deke'1  reception, 
Winifred  wondered  why  Louise  Wallace  did 
not  come  to  her  room  as  usual. 

"  It  can't  be  that  she  did  not  have  a  good 
time.  Louise  always  has  a  good  time." 

The  second  day  Winifred  sought  her.  She 
left  her  dinner  bubbling  over  the  gas  stove  and 
ran  across  the  hall  to  Louise's  room. 

"  What  was  the  matter  with  the  '  Deke ' 
party  ?  "  she  cried  gayly  with  her  head  inside 
the  room. 

"Oh,  it  was  all  right!"  responded  Louise 
without  enthusiasm. 

She  sat  beside  the  window  watching  a  bril- 
liant sunset  and  did  not  turn  her  head.  Win- 
ifred went  over  to  her  with  a  quick  divination 
of  trouble.  She  laid  a  gentle  hand  on  the  oth- 
er's hair.  "  Did  you  enjoy  yourself,  Louise  ? ' 

"  Yes,"  but  the  affirmative  came  only  after 
a  perceptible  pause. 

Winifred  bent  and  kissed  her  forehead. 

156 
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"  Something  is  wrong,  dear/'  she  whispered 
sympathetically,  "  but,"  lightly,  "  something 
will  be  more  wrong  if  I  leave  my  one  potato 
to  boil  longer  ! ' 

She  had  just  removed  the  potato  and  was 
broiling  a  chop  when  the  door  was  banged 
open  and  Louise  came  in  like  a  whirlwind. 

"  It's  no  use,  Winifred,  trying  to  keep  things 
from  you — I  can't.  I've  just  got  to  tell  you 
every  last  thing  I  know  or  think  ! ' 

She  cast  herself  tempestuously  into  the 
morris  chair  and  twisted  a  damp  handkerchief 
between  her  fingers.  "  I  didn't  have  a  good 
time.  I  had  a  horrid  time,  and  there  I  had 
gone  and  got  that  pretty  new  dress — and,  and 
all ! " 

Winifred  helped  the  confession  along  by 
going  straight  to  the  heart  of  the  matter. 
"  Wasn't  Mr.  Grey  nice,  Louise?  ' 

Louise  gave  her  handkerchief  a  vindictive 
twist.  "  Yes,  but  not  to  m-me." 

Winifred  dropped  the  chop  on  a  plate  and 
straightened  herself.  "  Why,  Louise  Wallace  ! 
Have  you  snubbed  him  ?  Didn't  he  send  the 
invitation?  Who  was  he  nice  to?  ' 

With  a  tear  clinging  to  one  cheek  Louise 
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giggled.  "  If  I  can  remember  the  order  of 
your  questions- -yes,  I  snubbed  him,  but  not 
until  after  he  had  neglected  me,  and  I  suppose 
he  must  have  been  back  of  the  invitation,  be- 
cause I  don't  know  any  other  Deke  man  well 
at  all."  The  last  question  she  left  unanswered 
until  prompted  by  Winifred. 

"  Well,  he  devoted  himself — simply  devoted 
himself,  Winifred  Lowe,  to  Miss  Acre  I ' 

"  Oh  1 "  a  light  broke  in  on  Winifred.  "  I 
think  I "  She  was  going  to  add  "  under- 
stand," but  stopped  in  time.  She  was  not  at 
liberty  to  explain,  but  it  was  evident  that  the 
chairman  of  the  science  hall  committee  was 
doing  what  he  considered  his  whole  duty  to 
the  college. 

"  Didn't  he  talk  or  dance  with  you  at  all?  " 
she  asked. 

"  About  half  an  hour  before  the  carriage 
came  he  hunted  me  up  and  asked  for  the  last 
dance " 

"  Did  you  give  it  to  him?  ' 

Louise  drew  herself  up  proudly.  "  No,  I 
didn't." 

"  Oh,  I'm  sorry,  Louise." 

"  He  asked  me  if  he  might  call  this  even- 
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ing,  and  I  told  him  I  had  an  engagement  with 
my  thesis/3 

"  Louise  !  " 

"  You  would  have  done  just  the  same  in  my 
place,"  declared  Louise,  and  a  tear  rolled  down 
the  other  cheek.  "  I'll  show  him  that  I  can 
be  perfectly  independent.'3 

"  I  wish  you  wouldn't,"  urged  Winifred. 
"  I'm  sure  Mr.  Grey  doesn't  care  anything 
about  Letitia,  and  he  seems  to  enjoy  being 
with  you." 

Louise  gave  a  very  unseniorlike  sniff,  and 
turned  her  head  away.  "  If  you  had  seen 
him  last  night — he  hardly  looked  away  from 
Miss  Acre.  But  what  do  I  care  ! '  with  a  de- 
fiant twist  of  her  handkerchief. 

Winifred  went  to  her  study  table  and  gazed 
up  at  the  calm  beautiful  face  of  Helen  Joyce 
Forest,  and  after  a  moment  added  without  any 
trace  of  bitterness,  "  Everything  seems  to  get 
twisted  up  around  Letitia." 

A  few  days  later  events  seemed  to  take  a  still 
further  twist  in  that  direction.  Winifred  sat 
at  her  desk  in  the  Chancellor's  office  typing  a 
letter.  The  Chancellor  in  his  place  was  writ- 
ing when  a  light  tap  sounded  on  the  door. 
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"  Come  in,"  called  the  Chancellor,  without 
pausing  in  his  work.  The  door  opened  and 
Letitia  entered,  a  modish  and  handsome  fig- 
ure clad  in  tan  color  from  the  hat  resting  on 
her  soft  black  hair  to  her  small  shapely  foot. 
She  smiled  brilliantly  at  Winifred  and  greeted 
the  Chancellor  with  a  pretty  respect  and  a 
hesitating  apology  for  intruding. 

Presently  she  found  herself  sitting  in  the 
same  chair  which  had  held  her  so  short  a  time 
before,  but  the  man  she  faced  across  the  desk 
was  older  and  wiser  than  either  of  the  two 
who  had  pleaded  with  her  on  that  other  occa- 
sion. The  Chancellor's  kindly,  "  What  can  I 
do  for  you  ?  "  was  exactly  as  he  would  ad- 
dress any  student. 

From  her  hand-bag  Letitia  drew  a  letter. 
"  Perhaps,"  she  suggested  deferentially,  "  you 
do  not  know  who  I  am,  but  I  am  sure  you 
have  heard  of  my  father,  A.  B.  Acre." 

The  Chancellor  smiled  and  bowed.  The 
first  part  of  her  remark  he  did  not  answer. 
"  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  your  father,  Miss  Acre." 
Nothing  more. 

Letitia  bit  her  lips  involuntarily  while  the 
rich  color  in  her  cheeks  deepened.  This  was 
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not  the  reception  she  had  looked  for,  albeit 
there  was  nothing  of  courtesy  lacking  in  the 
Chancellor's  manner. 

"  Papa  has  written  me/'  she  went  on  rather 
hurriedly,  "  asking  me  to  tell  you  that  he  has 
gone  to  St.  Louis,  and  when  he  returns  he 
will  write  you  again. r'  She  paused  and 
glanced  up. 

"  Thank  you.  I  hope  it  will  be  a  very 
satisfactory  letter." 

Letitia  brightened.  "  Of  course,"  she 
amended  swiftly,  "  that  really  depends  on 
me — on  my  decision." 

To  her  surprise  and  chagrin,  the  Chancellor 
did  not  pursue  the  subject.  "  So  I  under- 
stand," was  all  he  said.  He  leaned  forward 
and  raised  his  pen.  Although  he  was  regard- 
ing her  in  a  smiling,  friendly  fashion,  the 
raised  pen  was  a  dismissal. 

The  blood  suffused  her  face.  Confusedly 
she  snapped  and  unsnapped  the  clasp  of  her 
bag.  "  Papa  also  asked  me " 

Instantly  the  pen  was  laid  aside.  "  Yes  ?  " 
the  Chancellor  was  once  more  attentive. 

"  He  asked  me  to  mention  to  you  again  the 
fact  that  he  wishes  nothing  at  all  said  about 
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the  matter  until  it  is  settled — about  anything; 
you  know,  that  he  might  give ' 

"  I  understand,"  interrupted  the  Chancellor. 
"  Assure  your  father,  please,  that  his  wishes 
shall  be  respected." 

He  nodded  as  Letitia  arose  and  dipped  his 
pen  in  the  ink-well.  "  Thank  you  again, 
Miss  Acre,  for  delivering  your  father's  mes- 
sage.'3 

After  she  had  gone,  he  looked  across  at 
Winifred.  "  A  handsome  girl  that  Miss  Acre, 
and  a  girl  with  very  agreeable  manners,  too, 
although  a  bit  too  talkative." 

There  was  a  little  jealous  ache  in  Winifred's 
heart,  but  her  reply  was  steady  and  honest. 
"  Yes,  Chancellor  Haight,  every  one  admires 
her.  She  is  very  popular." 

The  Chancellor  went  on  writing,  but  evi- 
dently he  had  not  dismissed  Letitia  from  his 
thoughts. 

"  How  old  is  she,  Winifred?'  he  asked 
finally. 

"  About  eighteen." 

He  bit  his  pen  handle.  "Is  that  all? 
Some  way  she  impresses  me  with  a  sense  of — 
no,  not  age — but  — '  His  voice  trailed 
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away  into  silence.  Rising  he  stood,  pen  still  in 
hand,  in  front  of  the  window  facing  the 
auditorium,  but  Winifred  knew  he  was  not 
thinking  of  the  auditorium,  but  of  the  science 
building  that  must  depend  for  its  erection  on 
the  thoughtless  or  selfish  decision 

The  gong  interrupted  her  unwelcome 
thought,  and,  note-book  in  hand,  she  started 
for  the  Logic  class  room.  At  the  foot  of  the 
stairs  stood  Letitia,  Shirley,  Lillian  and  Re- 
becca. They  were  all  looking  expectantly 
toward  the  office  door.  As  soon  as  Winifred 
appeared,  with  one  accord  the  four  beckoned 
her. 

"  Miss  Lowe/'  Letitia  began  as  soon  as 
Winifred  was  near,  "  we've  been  waiting  for 
you.  It's  a  lovely  day,  and  at  four  I'm  going 
to  take  these  girls  for  a  spin  in  the  country. 
Won't  you  come  also  ?  Please  do  !  " 

"  Now,  Winifred,  don't  say  you  haven't 
time,"  implored  Lillian.  "  You  look  so  pale 
to-day,  the  ride  would  do  you  good." 

"  But  Lillian— Miss  Acre " 

"  I'm  going  to  ask  the  Chancellor,"  de- 
clared Rebecca  starting  for  the  office  door, 
but  Winifred  interposed  decidedly. 
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"  No,  Rebecca.  He  would  say  '  yes/  and 
do  the  work  himself.  He  has  been  away  so 
long,  you  see,  the  correspondence  has  piled 
up,  oh,  so  high  !  and  I  must  not  go." 

She  turned  to  Letitia,  sincerity  showing  in 
face  and  voice.  "  Thank  you,  Miss  Acre,  I 
should  like  to  go  if  I  could." 

Behind  the  group  Landon  Stearns  was  wait- 
ing to  pass,  and  when  the  girls  separated  he 
joined  Winifred  on  her  way  down  the  hall. 

"  I  couldn't  help  overhearing,  Winifred,"  he 
began,  "  and  it  strikes  me  that  Miss  Acre  has 
rather  fitful  manners.  First  she  withholds  an 
invitation  which  ought  to  have  been  given, 
and  next  she  urges  one  on  you  where  it's  not 
necessary." 

Winifred  turned  a  perplexed  gaze  on  him. 
"  I  don't  understand  it,  Landon.  She  has  al- 
ways been  pleasant,  but  until  the  last  few 
days  she  has  never  met  me  unnecessarily. 
But  for — well — it  must  be  a  week  now — she 
has  put  herself  in  my  way  time  and  again.  I 
can't  understand  it." 

Landon  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  I  should 
not  lie  awake  to  puzzle  over  it ! ' 

"  But,  Landon,  I  don't  want  to  be  little  and 
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unfair  about  Letitia.  Not  that  it  hurts  her 
any,  you  understand,  but  it  hurts  me.  Now 
that  lost  invitation — she  came  to  me  just  the 
other  day  and  spoke  of  it  so  nicely  and  so 
humbly.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it  was  an  over- 
sight."" 

Landon  was  staring  straight  ahead  of  him. 
His  forehead  was  drawn  in  wrinkles  between 
the  eyes.  Finally  he  burst  out  impetuously, 
"  I  say,  Winifred,  you're  always  trying  to 
square  things  with  yourself,  aren't  you? 
You're  always  trying,"  Landon  grasped  for 
the  idea  awkwardly,  "  to  act  so  you  can  look 
yourself  in  the  face  with  both  eyes  ! ' 

Before  Winifred  could  reply,  they  had 
come  on  a  crowd  pouring  out  of  the  class 
room,  and  conversation  was  impossible. 

That  afternoon  when  Winifred  opened  the 
door  of  her  room,  she  found  lying  just  inside, 
where  it  had  been  slipped  over  the  sill,  a  thin 
envelope  the  sight  of  which  made  her  sigh 
and  smile  at  once.  She  picked  it  up.  It 
was  from  Isobel,  and  was  filled  with  prospec- 
tive good  times  during  the  summer  vacation. 

"  I  shall  save  all  my  last  month's  salary," 
Isobel  wrote,  "  for  car  fare  during  the  sum- 
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mer.  I  wish  we  might  be  together,  dear,  but 
my  invitations  will  keep  me  visiting  all  vaca- 
tion— and  I  do  need  the  change  and  the 
rest  that  a  good  time  will  bring.  What  will 
you  do?" 

"  Winifred  V  It  was  Louise's  voice  at  the 
door. 

"  Come  in,"  called  Winifred,  laying  aside 
the  letter. 

Louise's  head  appeared.  "  I  can't  come  in. 
Supper  is  ready  and  Cousin  Anne  never  will 
wait  a  moment  for  time,  tide,  nor  man — in- 
cluding woman.  Do  you  know  that  Kaigar 
initiates  to-morrow  morning  between  seven 
and  nine  ? — the  mock  initiations — it's  a  class 
society,  you  know." 

Winifred  turned  eagerly.  "  No,  I  had  not 
heard." 

"  Well,  this  is  to  inform  you.  Don't  miss 
it.  Please  call  me  when  you  get  up,  Wini- 
fred, and  I'll  go  up  to  the  Hill  with  you. 
Remember ! ' 

"Oh,  yes,  I  shall  remember  I ' 

At  seven  the  following  morning  they 
boarded  a  Fourth  Avenue  car,  Louise  plan- 
ning their  round  of  inspection. 
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"  We'll  make  a  tour  of  College  Road  and 
the  front  campus  and  then  go  through  the 
first  floor  of  the  Hall  of  Languages.  You 
never  know  what  you  are  going  to  stumble 
on,  nor  where." 

Dozens  of  vehicles  of  all  descriptions  were 
lined  up  on  the  drives  in  front  of  the  college 
as  the  two  girls  dismounted  from  a  car  in 
front  of  the  Beehive.  The  city  alumni, 
many  of  them  former  Kaigars,  had  brought 
their  friends  up  to  see  the  fun.  The  steps  of 
the  Hall  of  Languages  were  crowded  with 
students,  and  the  sunny  campus  dotted  with 
them.  College  yells,  class  yells  and  songs 
burst  out  spontaneously.  Every  one  was  in  a 
gale  of  enjoyment  saving  the  twenty-five 
luckless  freshmen  who  were  the  initiates. 

They  were  in  every  sort  of  costume  which 
the  ingenuity  of  man  could  devise,  and  all 
were  doing  absurd  and  ridiculous  things. 
And  to  make  sure  that  no  one  shirked  his 
task,  each  was  properly  guarded  and  goaded 
by  upper  classmen  Kaigars  armed  with  the 
insignia  of  the  order,  long-handled  wooden 
paddles  which  they  wielded  vigorously. 

There  was    the   usual  number  of  initiates 
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dressed  as  beggars,  organ  grinders,  and  street 
sweepers.  One  luckless  youth  was  down  on 
his  knees  scrubbing  a  crossing  with  a  sponge. 
Another  in  green  clothing,  with  a  headgear 
and  mask  resembling  a  grasshopper,  was  hop- 
ping about  the  campus. 

The  instant  Winifred  beheld  the  human 
grasshopper  she  recognized  it.  "  That's  Lan- 
don  Stearns,  Louise.  See  him  go  ! ' 

But  Louise  was  intent  on  another  spectacle. 
She  grasped  Winifred's  arm  and  swung  her 
around.  "  Look  at  Beau  Brown  !  "  she  cried. 
"  Oh,  do  look  !  " 

"  Beau  Brown  "  was  evidently  regretting  at 
this  time  his  reputation  as  the  Brummel  of  the 
freshman  class.  He  wore  full  evening  clothes, 
silk  hat,  white  kid  gloves — and  an  expression 
of  misery.  He  was  seated  in  a  cart  so  tiny 
that  he  overflowed  it  in  all  directions.  At- 
tached to  the  cart  was  a  miniature  donkey 
which  was  personally  conducted  by  its  grin- 
ning owner. 

In  the  thick  of  the  crowd  the  donkey  was 
halted,  its  owner  communed  with  it  a  moment, 
whereupon  the  little  beast  emitted  a  bray 
which  echoed  blocks  away.  With  the  last 
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note  of  the  bray,  the  unhappy  Beau  Brown 
arose,  and  hat  in  hand,  bowed  profoundly  on 
all  sides,  announcing  in  trumpet  tones  : 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold  Balaam's 
ass!" 

Immediately,  a  group  of  paddle-bearing  men 
who  followed  the  cart  interrupted  the  tumult 
of  applause  with  their  society  yell  : 

< '  Kai  gar  !     Kai  gar  !     Ho  Kappa  Gam  ! 
Hip  !     Hip  !     Hoo-rah  ! ' 

A  hundred  voices  from  the  steps  of  the  Hall 
of  Languages  took  up  the  "  Hip,"  not  for  Kai- 
gar,  but  for  the  Chancellor.  Two  bay  horses 
came  trotting  up  the  hill  drawing  his  landau, 
and  the  campus  rang  with  an  enthusiastic  : 
"  The  Chancellor !  The  Chancellor !  " 

Then  it  was  that  Winifred  discovered  Mr. 
Grey's  automobile  just  behind  them.  Mr. 
Grey  was  on  his  feet  waving  his  hat  with 
boyish  enthusiasm,  but  he  was  regarding 
Louise  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye.  Beside 
him  sat  Mr.  Denim,  looking  immensely  in- 
terested in  the  lively  scenes. 

"  Louise,"  whispered  Winifred  squeezing  the 
other's  arm,  "  Mr.  Grey  is  just  back  of  us." 
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Louise  gave  an  involuntary  start,  but  in- 
stantly recovered  herself.  "  I've  always 
imagined  he  would  be  very  becoming  to  a 
background  !  Is  he  ? ' 

"  See  for  yourself,"  urged  Winifred. 

"  Can't,"  laconically  moving  on.  "  I've 
contracted  a  stiff  neck  in  this  morning  air." 

"  Oh,  Louise,"  remonstrated  Winifred,  "  I 
wish  you'd  speak  to  him." 

Louise  gave  her  head  a  decidedly  limber- 
necked  toss  and  walked  all  the  faster.  Her 
face  wore  an  unpleasant  expression  until  they 
joined  a  crowd  nearly  opposite  the  Alpha 
Gamma  house.  Here  was  a  sight  which 
drove  away  all  unpleasant  expressions  and 
thoughts. 

Urged  by  the  paddles  of  his  guards,  a  fresh- 
man was  shinning  up  a  tree.  At  the  first 
branches  he  was  halted  and  commanded  to 
"  tune  up." 

There  was  no  tune  in  the  initiate's  quaver- 
ing voice.  He  was  the  most  bashful  member 
of  the  freshman  class  and  musically  could  not 
distinguish  between  the  tunes  of  Old  Hundred 
and  Yankee  Doodle.  But  he  was  obliged  to 
sit  astride  that  limb,  and  with  many  prompt- 
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ings  both  verbal  and  physical,  grind  out,  to  a 
piazza  full  of  laughing  young  women  : 

"  I  want  to  be  an  angel, 

And  with  the  angels  stand 
A  crown  upon  my  forehead, 
A  harp  within  my  hand.'7 

A  few  minutes  later  Winifred  started  toward 
the  office  and  work.  At  one  of  the  front 
windows  stood  the  Chancellor  watching  the 
campus  scenes. 

"  Well,  little  girl,  what  do  you  think  of  it  ?  " 
he  asked  as  she  entered. 

Winifred  turned  a  bright  face  on  him.  "  Of 
course  it's  just  fun,  but  somehow  it  makes  me 
enthusiastic  for  Huntingdon/3 

"Very  naturally/'  smiled  the  Chancellor. 


CHAPTER  XII 

A  TOUCH  OF  GKIPPE 

ONE  middle  May  morning,  Winifred  awak- 
ened, but  did  not  arise. 

"  It's  a  touch  of  grippe,  I  think/'  she  said 
to  Mrs,  Sweet  when  the  latter  came  up  to 
inquire  why  she  had  not  left  the  house. 
"  Will  you  ask  Louise  to  take  a  message  to 
the  Chancellor?" 

Mrs.  Sweet  rested  her  hands  on  her  hips. 
"  Louise  has  gone.  Now  did  you  ever  !  She 
got  up  at  eight,  and  just  fifteen  minutes 
afterward,  she  had  swallowed  some  breakfast 
and  was  on  her  way  to  the  Hill.  When  I  was 
a  girl  we  wasn't  allowed  to  do  things  in  that 
slipshod  way.'1 

"  I'm  sorry."  Winifred  pressed  her  hands 
on  her  temples,  her  thoughts  having  followed 
Mrs.  Sweet  no  further  than  that  lady's  open- 
ing remark.  "  The  Chancellor  must  know 
that  I  can't  go  up  on  the  Hill  to-day.  Will 

you  telephone  him,  Mrs.  Sweet?' 
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Ten  minutes  later  Mrs.  Sweet  returned  and 
entered  the  kitchen  corner.  "  I  had  the  drug 
clerk  telephone.  I  can't  talk  into  a  hole  my- 
self— makes  me  feel  foolish — and  the  Chancel- 
lor said  for  you  not  to  worry  about  work,  and 
I  say  so,  too.  You're  going  to  drink  this  hot 
stuff  and  we'll  have  the  grippe  broke  up  in  no 
time,  and  you're  going  to  put  in  a  week  rest- 
ing. You  let  work  slide  ! ' 

"  All  right/3  Winifred  agreed  weakly.  "  Let 
it  slide  !  " 

She  turned  her  head  wearily  on  the  pillow. 
"  I'm  just  tired,  Mrs.  Sweet,  tired  from  the  in- 
side out  as  well  as  from  the  outside  in." 

"  You  look  it,"  agreed  her  landlady  grimly. 
"  Now,  perk  up  a  little  and  drink  off  this  hot 
stuff." 

Winifred  laughed  weakly  as  she  sipped  the 
"hot  stuff."  "  When  you  see  me  located  be- 
side my  spring  in  my  potato  patch  then  you'll 
see  me  '  perking  up.'  She  gazed  hungrily 
out  of  the  window.  "  I  am  coming  more  and 
more  to  feel  that  I  must  get  into  the  country 
this  summer  somehow,  some  way.  I'll  feed 
a  flock  of  geese  or " 

Mrs.   Sweet  plumped  herself  down  heavily 
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in  the  morris  chair  and  interrupted.  "  I've 
got  an  idea — it  just  come!  There's  sister 
Sarah  trying  to  get  table  girls.  She'd  have 
you  in  a  minute  on  my  say-so." 

The  bowl  of  hot  stuff  nearly  escaped  Wini- 
fred's grasp.  "Mrs.  Sweet !  I'm  glad  the  idea 
came.  I've  decided  this  minute.  Say  so  at 
once,  please  do  !  There  are  the  paper  and  pen 
and  envelopes.  Hurry,  or  she  may  have 
all  the  girls  she  wants  ! ' 

Mrs.  Sweet  dove  into  a  capacious  pocket  for 
her  spectacles,  and  when  Winifred  had  finished 
the  huge  bowl  of  hot  drink  the  letter  was 
written. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  a  light  tattoo  sounded 
on  the  door,  and  Louise  Wallace's  voice  an- 
nounced in  a  chant : 


"  There  was  a  little  girl, 
And  she  had  a  little  curl, 
And  it  hung  right  down  on  her  forehead  ! 
And  when  she  was  well, 
She  went  pell-mell, 
Until  she  fell— sick  !» 


Here  Louise's  head  appeared.     Standing  at 
the  foot  of  the  bed  she  gave  the  invalid  one 
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long  look,  tumbled  back  into  the  morris  chair 
and  laughed  until  the  tears  came. 

"  You  poor  child  !  "  she  gasped.  "  Cousin 
Anne  has  been  getting  in  some  work  on  you, 
I  see.  She  has  a  perfect  genius  for  making  the 
sick  unutterably  miserable,  and  that,  too,  out 
of  the  kindness  of  her  heart." 

Winifred  smiled  wanly.  She  was  propped 
up  straight  with  pillows.  A  wet  cloth  was 
bound  so  tightly  about  her  head  that  her 
eyes  were  drawn  into  an  Oriental  slant,  while 
a  large  porous  plaster  gripped  the  back  of  her 
neck  so  determinedly  that  she  could  not  move 
her  head. 

Louise,  wiping  her  eyes,  flew  over  to  the  bed, 
tossed  the  pillows  about  energetically  until 
Winifred  could  lay  her  aching  head  back  com- 
fortably. Next  she  unbound  that  head,  cast 
the  bandage  into  a  corner,  and  sitting  on  the 
edge  of  the  bed  passed  a  strong  cool  hand  over 
the  hot  forehead. 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence,  and  then 
Louise  began  meditatively,  "  Winifred,  if  you 
go  to  Cousin  Sarah's  this  summer,  I  believe  I 
shall  follow.  Cousin  Anne  just  told  me 
about  it. " 
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"  But  not  as  table  girl  ?  '    from  the  pillow. 

"  Out  of  respect  to  Cousin  Sarah's  china, 
no,"  was  the  amused  reply.  "  I  should  break 
fewer  dishes  as  boarder  than  waitress !  ' 

Presently  Winifred  asked,  "  What  went  on 
up  at  college  to-day  ?  ' 

"  I  did,"  returned  Louise  promptly,  "  and 
more  rapidly  than  I  had  intended." 

Winifred  checked  a  laugh.  "  Don't  be 
funny,  Louise.  It  hurts  my  head  to  laugh, 
but  just  tell  me  about  it  in  plain  language." 

"  Agreed.  Simply  and  to  the  point,  there 
was  a  flight  of  stairs  and  there  was  I.  We 
made  a  satisfactory  combination  till  within 
three  steps  of  the  bottom.  There  the  combi- 
nation failed.  I  was  looking  behind  me  to 
avoid  seeing  some  one  in  the  foreground, 
and  supposed — here  now,  stop  this  laugh- 
ing!" 

"  I — I  can't,  and  you  know  it !  "  gasped  Win- 
ifred burying  her  face  in  the  pillow. 

"  But,"  reasoned  Louise  with  an  injured 
air,  "  it's  no  laughing  matter.  When  you 
weigh  one  hundred  and  thirty-five  pounds 
you  can't  take  a  header  in  secret.  It  becomes 
a  matter  of  public  interest,  but  that,  Winifred, 
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is  not  the  worst/3  Louise  paused,  regarding 
the  other  solemnly. 

"  Nemesis  pursued  me.  I  fell  at  the  very 
feet  of  the  man  I  was  trying  to  overlook " 

"  And  you  were  obliged  to  look  at  him  and 
speak  to  him." 

"  Obliged  ?  Of  course.  And  I'm  afraid  I 
was  too  bruised  and  mortified  to  be  as  cool  as 
I  desired  to  be.'3 

"  I  hope  so  ! '    fervently. 

"  That's  sweet  of  you  ! '  giggled  Louise. 
"  I  am  bruised,  as  you  see.'3  She  held  up 
her  left  hand.  The  wrist  was  bandaged  by  a 
man's  handkerchief,  which  she  regarded  ab- 
stractedly. 

"  Lo-we-sy  !  Lo-we-sy  ! '  came  from  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  and  Louise  ran  down  to  sup- 
per. 

The  second  day  of  Winifred's  invalidism 
Mrs.  Sweet  toiled  up  the  stairs  bearing  an 
enormous  basket.  Her  face  was  a  mass  of  wrin- 
kles, and  occasionally  she  cackled  in  genu- 
ine amusement.  Speechlessly  she  approached 
the  bed  and  balanced  the  basket  on  the 
edge. 

"  What "  Winifred  began  wonderingly. 
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She  raised  herself  on  her  elbow  and  looked 
over  the  basket's  edge. 

"  Fruit ! '  she  ejaculated,  "  and  in  such 
quantities.'5  Then  in  a  tone  of  conviction 
she  cried,  "  It's  Landon  ! ' 

Mrs.  Sweet  dropped  into  the  morris  chair 
and  rocked  back  and  forth.  "  He  came  last 
night  after  I  went  down-stairs  and  asked  if 
you  was  sick."  Mrs.  Sweet's  eyes  were  fixed 
shrewdly  on  the  invalid. 

Winifred  merely  smiled  and  smelled  of  an 
overgrown  orange. 

"  Then  he  asked  if  you  et  anything,  and 
when  I  said  fruit  he  went  away.  This  morn- 
ing he  come  along  with  that  great  basket  I 
Why,  it's  all  I  could  do  to  get  it  up  the 
stairs ! " 

Winifred  laughed  outright  and  picked  up 
a  grapefruit.  "It  is  so  like  him  to  bring  it 
instead  of  having  it  sent,'7  she  exclaimed, 
"  and  to  bring  so  much  ! ' 

A  few  days  later  as  she  sat,  convalescent,  be- 
side the  window  studying,  Mrs.  Sweet  entered 
the  room  bearing  a  bunch  of  delicate  white 
lilies. 

"  Is  that  young  man  made  of  money  ?  '    she 
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demanded  severely.  "  He  don't  look  like 
money  nor  act  a  bit  stuck  up,  but  good  land  ! ' 
Here  Mrs.  Sweet  looked  about  her.  "  He's 
kept  this  room  smelling  like  a  greenhouse 
and  looking  like  a  corner  grocery  all  the 
week  1  And  fruit  and  flowers  cost  some- 
thing." 

Winifred  laughed.  "  Why,  he  isn't  ex- 
actly poor,  and  he's  very  kind.'3 

"  Kind  !  "  retorted  Mrs.  Sweet.  "  I  should 
say  so,  but,"  bluntly,  "  I  bet  he  ain't  as  kind 
as  this  to  every  one  ! '  Winifred's  only  reply 
was  a  laugh. 

"  But  what  I'd  like  to  know,"  continued 
Mrs.  Sweet  belligerently,  "  is  where  your 
Alphy  Gammy  sisters  are  !  Nice  sisters  not 
to  come  and  see  you  when  you've  been  sick  a 
week." 

Winifred  flushed.  "  I've  not  sent  them 
word " 

"  Huh  ! '  disbelievingly,  "  hain't  they  got 
eyes  to  see  that  you're  not  up  on  the  Hill  ? ' 

Winifred  explained  how  days  might  pass 
without  her  seeing  any  Alpha  Gamma  except 
Shirley.  "  And  I've  not  had  a  good  opportu- 
nity to  send  them  word  because  Louise  is  tak- 
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ing  her  cuts  this  week,  you  know,  in  order  to 
help  the  dressmaker.'1 

"  Guess  I  know  that,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Sweet 
grimly,  "  and  a  pretty  mess  they're  making 
in  that  parlor.  I've  just  gone  and  laid  a  cou- 
ple of  rag  carpet  strips  down,  but  land ! 
their  snippin's  get  everywhere." 

After  her  landlady  had  gone,  Winifred 
turned  her  face  toward  the  window,  thinking. 
Of  course  Shirley  must  have  missed  her,  and 
surely  Shirley  had  not  so  far  forgotten  her 
sorority  relationship  as  not  to  mention,  even, 
the  fact  of  the  continued  absence.  Yet  no 
one  had  come  from  the  chapter  house. 

Still,  Winifred  knew  other  people  beside 
herself  were  busy,  and  Mrs.  Sweet's  was  far 
away  from  the  Hill.  Besides,  her  thoughts 
had  been  grappling  in  treadmill  fashion  with 
Alpha  Gamma  as  a  whole,  and  with  Letitia 
and  the  science  hall  in  conjunction  with  her 
own  future. 

"  And  it's  an  endless  chain  I  have  been 
pulling,"  she  concluded  resting  her  head 
against  the  chair  back.  "  Always  I  end  at 
the  beginning  without  any  decision." 

In  at   the   open   window  came  the  breeze 
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laden  with  the  scent  of  blossoms.  The  apple 
tree  at  the  corner  of  the  house  was  draped  in 
pink  and  white  and  green.  From  heart  to  heart 
of  the  opened  buds  bees  flitted  humming. 
Among  the  branches  birds  sang,  and  Wini- 
fred, looking  and  listening,  was  lulled  to 
sleep. 

She  was  awakened  by  a  light  tap  on  the 
door.  "  Come,"  she  called  drowsily,  and  Lil- 
lian Antwerp  entered,  bringing  with  her  the 
breeziness  and  breath  of  out-of-doors.  She 
fell  on  Winifred  with  scoldings  alternating 
with  messages  of  good-will  and  sympathy. 

"  We're  all  right  down  mad  at  you  ! '  she 
proclaimed,  sitting  on  a  low  stool  at  the 
other's  feet,  her  smiling  eyes  contradicting 
her  fierce  words.  "  The  very  idea  of  being 
sick  a  whole  week  away  off  here  and  not  send- 
ing us  word  !  We  never  knew  a  thing  about 
it  until  this  morning.  Reb  said  she  could 
have  come  with  me  just  as  well  as  not,  but 
that  you  certainly  didn't  want  to  see  any  of 
us,  and  she  shouldn't  go  where  she  wasn't 
wanted  !  She  said  to  tell  you  that,  and  then 
to  give  you  her  love  ! ' 

"Why,    Lillian,"    faltered    Winifred,     "I 
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thought  that  if  any  of  you  had  time  to  come 
that  you'd  know  through  Shirley ' 

"  Shirley/"  interrupted  Lillian,  hugging  her 
knees  and  laughing.  "  Shirley  is  a  beautiful 
rose  pink  and  has  been  for  a  week.  Mock 
measles !  Hasn't  left  her  room,  and  we've  had 
an  awful  time  to  keep  her  here,  too.  No- 
sir-ee,"  shaking  a  finger  at  Winifred,  "  that 
doesn't  excuse  you.  And  say  !  Reb  was  only 
in  fun  when  she  said  that,  for  she  has  a  class 
this  period,  but  we  were  a  trifle  mad  at  you 
for  not  sending  us  word." 

That  sort  of  a  "  mad '  warmed  Winifred's 
heart.  "  I  should  not  have  liked  to  bother 
you,"  she  began,  "  and  taken  you  away  from 
your  work.'5 

"  Bother !  "  exploded  Lillian.  "  Why,  what's 
the  use  of  being  an  Alpha  Gamma  at  all ! 
That's  what  we  all  expect  to  be,  '  bothered.' 
Tell  you  what,  Winifred,"  Lillian  rested  an 
elbow  on  her  knee  and  took  her  chin  in  her 
palm,  "  I  wish  you  could  live  in  the  chapter 
house.  You  miss  everything  out  here,  all 
the  good  times  and  the  news  and  the  jokes, 
Can't  you  come?  " 

Winifred  shook  her  head  and  gayly  changed 
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the  subject.  "  Tell  me  all  the  news  now,  Lil- 
lian. You  see  I  am  a  whole  week  behind,  be- 
cause Louise  Wallace  has  not  been  on  the  Hill 
this  week." 

"  Well,  the  biggest  piece  of  news  is  the  rugs. 
They've  come.  Isn't  it  lovely  of  the  Acres  ? — 
and  such  rugs  too.  You  must  stop  in  and  see 
'em  the  first  time  you  go  up  on  the  Hill.  It 
seems  to  me  when  I  step  on  them  I'm  walking 


on  moss.' 


Winifred  nodded.  "The  Acres — did  they 
go  to  New  York  ?" 

"  Yes,  they're  there  now,  and  have  been  for 
more  than  a  week.  I  believe  they  were  to 
meet  Mr.  Acre  there.  But  those  rugs  " — with 
an  ecstatic  sigh,  "  are  too  lovely  for  words,  and 
to  think  that  although  Letitia  knows  she 
can't  be  an  Alpha  Gamma,  she  is  willing  to 
help  us.  That  is  so  sweet  of  her." 

Winifred  cleared  her  throat  and  moistened 
her  lips.  Here  was  the  opportunity  she  had 
been  wanting  for  days — and  dreading.  She 
tried  to  speak  carelessly  : 

"  If  there  was  only  room  for  Miss  Acre,  she 
would  be  taken  into  sorority  now,  wouldn't 
she?" 
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"  Of  course  she  would  I '  enthusiastically. 
"There's  no  doubt  on  either  side.  She  just 
won't  join  any  other  sorority  ! ' 

"  I  heard  they  had  all  invited  her/7  pursued 
Winifred. 

"  They  have,"  promptly.  "  She  told  Shirley 
that  herself.  They're  all  crazy  to  get  her,  and 
I  don't  wonder.  Still  I  have  an  idea,  though," 
Lillian  burst  out  suddenly,  "  that  I  never  could 
come  to  love  Letitia  Acre.  But  we  all  admire 
her  a  lot.  You  can't  help  that.  And,  really, 
if  half  that  Shirley  tells  is  true — and  I'm 
sure,"  hastily,  "  that  I  don't  doubt  a  word  of 
it — she's  brilliant  in  lots  of  ways.  Of  course, 
Shirley  is  completely  wrapped  up  in  her." 

"  Yes,  she's  really  brilliant,"  returned  Wini- 
fred honestly.  Then,  after  a  pause,  tenta- 
tively, "  But  there  will  be  no  more  chance 
of  her  becoming  an  Alpha  Gamma  next  year 
than  this — will  there  ?  Aren't  all  our  delega- 
tion coming  back  ? ' 

"  Indeed  we  are  !  cried  Lillian.  "  Every 
one  of  us  !  But  that  number  rule  is  surely 
cheating  the  sorority  out  of  the  most  desirable 
member  of  the  freshman  class." 

After   Lillian    had   left,    her  words  stayed 
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with  Winifred.  Letitia  was  certainly  the  most 
desirable  member  of  the  freshman  class  ;  any 
one  would  say  that.  And  then  the  science 
hall.  With  this  Winifred's  thoughts  again 
began  their  treadmill  round. 

That  evening  Louise  Wallace  brought  her 
a  magazine  containing  a  story  by  Helen  Joyce 
Forest. 

"  I  have  withheld  this  from  you  for  several 
days,  Winifred,"  Louise's  tone  was  grave,  "  be- 
cause you  don't  need  it.  Its  theme  is  un- 
selfishness, and  you're  too  unselfish  now,  es- 
pecially if  you're  thinking  of  living  to  grow 
up  and  marry.  And,"  severely,  "  I  wish  it 
understood  that  you  need  not  bequeath  your 
widower  to  me !  I  am  in  earnest.  You'll 
spoil  him  inside  the  first  year.  You'll  give 
him  the  juiciest  bits  of  steak  and  the  warmest 
side  of  the  fireplace." 

"  No  more  than  you/3  declared  Winifred. 

"But  with  this  difference,"  swiftly,  "I 
should  take  such  good  care  to  make  him 
realize  that  he  was  having  the  best  that  he'd 
be  only  too  glad  to  divide  ! ' 

Both  girls  giggled. 

"  But,  Louise,  don't  worry  about  my  dying 
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young  because  of  goodness.  That  will  never 
occur  so  long  as  I  have  such  a  quick  temper  1  " 
Her  laugh  turned  to  a  sigh. 

"  Please  don't  attempt  to  get  rid  of  it  while 
I'm  around/3  retorted  Louise,  "  because 
I " 

"  Lo-we-sy  I  Lo-we-sy  I '  came  from  the 
foot  of  the  stairs.  "  Come  down  and  get  this 
broth  for  Winifred/'  directed  Mrs.  Sweet, 
"  and  this  letter  from  sister  Sarah.  She's 
agreeable  to  havin'  Winifred  come." 

"  I  never  felt  drawn  toward  Cousin  Sarah's 
boarding-house  before/'  remarked  Louise  a 
few  minutes  later,  "  but  some  time  during  the 
summer  you  will  see  me  there." 

"  I  shall  not  be  sorry,"  promised  Winifred. 
Then  she  added  amid  a  twist  of  negatives, 
"  You're  the  best  thing,  Louise,  that  I  have 
not  missed  by  not  being  in  the  Alpha  Gamma 
house  this  year." 

"  Good  gracious  ! '  ejaculated  Louise.  "  If 
I'm  the  best  what  can  the  worst  be  like? ' 

Two  mornings  later,  Winifred,  pale  and 
hollow-eyed,  started  early  as  usual  for  the 
office. 

Half-way  up  the  campus  Landon  joined  her, 
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breathless  from  running,  and  hatless.  "  I 
see  that  the  outside  door  isn't  open,"  he 
gasped,  "  and  I  knew  you  could  hardly  swing 
it  now,  weak  as  you  must  be,  so  I  didn't  wait 
to  hunt  out  a  hat." 

Winifred  looked  up  gratefully.  "  You're 
very  kind  to  me,  Landon — and  thought- 
ful   "  There  was  a  suspicion  of  moisture 

in  the  blue  eyes. 

Up  the  steps  of  the  Hall  of  Languages  he 
bolted  hastily,  two  steps  at  a  time,  and  hurled 
the  big  door  open  with  unnecessary  force,  at 
the  same  time  demanding  loudly,  "  Do  you 
think  we  are  going  to  have  thunder  showers 
this  afternoon  ? "  Winifred  did  not  reply. 
She  passed  into  the  vestibule,  leaned  weakly 
against  the  inner  door  and  laughed  until  the 
tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 

Landon's  tense  face  relaxed.  He  wiped  his 
forehead  with  his  hand.  His  eyes  twinkled 
down  at  her  boyishly.  "  Well,  hang  it  all, 
Winifred,  I  thought  you  were  going  to 
cry  ! " 

"  Don't  you  s-see  that  I  am  c-crying  now  ?  ' 
laughed  Winifred. 

"  I    don't  mind  that  kind  of  tears  a  bit," 
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grinned   Landon,    turning   back    toward    the 
chapter  house. 

In  the  office  Winifred  found  the  Chancellor 
already  at  his  desk.  •"  Williams  and  I  have 
struggled  along  the  best  way  we  could,  child," 
he  declared  laughingly,  shaking  hands,  "  but 
I've  been  at  a  loss  without  my  capable  little 
assistant,  I  assure  you  !  " 


;  ••; 


CHAPTER  XIII 

"  YOU  DON'T  BELIEVE    ME  ' 

THE  afternoon  of  Winifred's  first  day  back 
in  college  she  met  Mr.  Grey  on  the  street. 
Turning  impulsively,  he  fell  into  step  beside 
her,  asking  anxiously  : 

"  Miss  Lowe,  what  about  that  undecided 
Alpha  Gamma  freshman?  Is  she  coming 
back  next  year  ?  ' 

Winifred  hesitated.  "  I  really  don't  know 
yet,  Mr.  Grey." 

Grey  laughed  lightly.  "  Of  course,  I  don't 
wish  one  of  your  delegation  to  be  disappointed 
in  her  career,  Miss  Lowe,  but  with  Acre  as 
definitely  settled  as  he  is  I  am  getting  very 
much  interested  in  Miss  Acre's  immediate 
future." 

At  the  end  of  the  block  he  turned  back, 
leaving  Winifred  wondering  what  he  meant 
by  Mr.  Acre's  being  "  definitely  settled."  She 
was  destined  to  learn  most  unexpectedly  at 

the  end  of  two  weeks,  just  as  final  examina- 
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tions  had  begun,  and  the  entire  college  had 
taken  on  a  new  stir  in  anticipation  of  com- 
mencement and  vacation. 

Then  one  day  she  came  on  Mr.  Grey  with 
the  Chancellor  in  the  office,  and  as  she 
opened  the  door  the  Chancellor  was  saying 
vehemently,  "  Grey,  you  cannot  make  me  be- 
lieve  "  There  he  stopped  abruptly  and 

turned  a  worried  face  on  his  young  secretary. 

Grey  bowed  to  her  in  silence,  and  the  eyes 
of  both  men  followed  her  as  she  moved  about 
disposing  of  her  hat,  raising  her  typewriter 
into  position  and  dusting  her  desk.  Chancel- 
lor Haight  cleared  his  throat  loudly.  He  sat 
behind  his  desk  rocking  nervously  in  his 
swivel  chair,  and  combing  his  hair  back  with 
his  fingers  at  intervals.  Mr.  Grey  crushed  a 
newspaper  in  one  hand. 

There  was  a  tense  anxiety  in  the  si- 
lence of  the  two  men  and  in  their  grave 
scrutiny  which  finally  arrested  Winifred's  at- 
tention. Glancing  up  suddenly  she  asked 
hesitatingly,  "  Did  you  speak — I  beg  your  par- 
don— I  did  not  hear." 

"  Miss  Lowe,"  it  was  the  lawyer  who  an- 
swered, and  there  was  a  peculiar  note  in  his 


YOU    MEAN HAVE    I    TOLD?" 
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voice,  "  Miss  Lowe,  outside  of  the  Acre  family, 
only  the  committee  and  yourself  are  supposed 
to  know  of  the  hopes  held  out  to  us  concern- 
ing the  science  hall " 

Grey  paused.  The  Chancellor  swung  half- 
way around  and  looked  frowningly  out  of  the 
window.  Winifred's  gaze  never  left  the  law- 
yer's face. 

"  Of  the  three  members  of  the  committee, 
furthermore,"  Grey  finally  continued,  "  we 
must  eliminate  Denim,  who  has  been  absent 
from  the  city  for  nearly  three  weeks  and 
knows  nothing  of  all  this,"  tapping  the  news- 
paper. "  The  Chancellor,  it  seems,  has  not 
mentioned  the  matter  except  in  this  office. 
Nor  have  I  save  once  to  Miss  Acre  her- 
self." 

Again  Grey  paused,  this  time  suggest- 
ively. Winifred  rose  impulsively  from  her 
chair.  Her  eyes  were  big  and  startled.  "  You 
mean — have  I  told  ?  "  she  cried.  "  No,  no, 
no."  The  words  poured  out  earnestly.  She 
stood  very  straight,  her  head  back  proudly. 
"  I  have  not  uttered  a  word  of  it  to  any 


one.' 


The  Chancellor  swung  around  in  his  chair. 
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His  face  cleared.  "  There,  what  did  I  tell 
you  ?  '  he  exclaimed.  "  Of  course,  she  hasn't 
told,  and  I  knew  it ! ' 

Winifred  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in 
amazement.  "  What  is  there  to  tell  ? '  she 
asked. 

Grey  silently  laid  the  newspaper  before 
her.  "  Read  that,"  he  exclaimed  briefly. 

The  "  Evening  News  "  announced,  without 
any  "  ifs,"  that  A.  B.  Acre,  of  Chicago,  father 
of  one  of  the  most  brilliant  co-eds  on  the  Hill, 
intended  to  benefit  Huntingdon  College  to  the 
extent  of  one  hundred  thousand  dollars,  the 
sum  to  be  devoted  to  the  erection  of  a  build- 
ing for  the  use  of  the  science  department. 
Details  followed.  The  building  was  to  be 
called  the  Acre  Science  Hall.  Plans  were  to 
be  determined  on  during  the  summer  and 
building  begun  in  the  early  fall,  the  corner- 
stone being  laid  during  Founders'  Week. 

Winifred,  in  silent  bewilderment,  glanced 
down  the  half  column  while  the  lawyer  re- 
garded her  keenly. 

"  I  had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  this," 
she  said  finally.  Then  meeting  the  suspicion 
in  Mr.  Grey's  eyes,  her  own  opened  widely  in 
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indignation.  "  Why,"  she  exclaimed  breath- 
lessly, "  you  don't  believe  me  ! ' 

Before  Grey  could  reply,  Chancellor  Haight, 
leaning  forward,  asked,  "  Winifred,  did  you 
see  the  letter — or  hear  of  it — that  was  found 
yesterday  afternoon  on  the  campus  ?  ' 

"Letter?     No." 

"  It  was  dropped  on  the  walk/'  continued 
the  Chancellor,  "  part  of  a  sheet  only,  type- 
written. It  began  *  Dear  Father,'  and  con- 
tained all  the  information  given  there," 
pointing  to  the  newspaper.  "  Some  one 
picked  it  up,  and  the  news  spread  in  short 
order  all  through  the  college." 

Winifred's  eyes  flashed  up  at  the  lawyer. 
"  And  has  some  one  told  you  that  I  wrote 
that  sheet?" 

"  No,"  returned  Grey.  "  The  sheet  was 
evidently  written  by  one  of  the  college  men." 

But  Winifred  persistently  groped  for  the 
truth.  "  Some  one  has  told  you — has  thrown 
the  blame  on  me."  She  stood  at  one  side  of 
her  desk,  a  trembling  hand  on  the  newspaper, 
the  other  half  extended  toward  the  Chancel- 
lor, although  she  spoke  to  Grey.  An  em- 
barrassed pause  ensued.  Neither  man  made 
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immediate  answer.  The  Chancellor  looked 
at  Grey.  But  Winifred's  reasoning  was 
quickly  done.  If  Mr.  Denim  were  absent 
and  the  Chancellor  believed  in  her,  and  Grey 
had  been  led  to  suspect  her  then 

"  It  was  Letitia  Acre  !  I  know  it  was  Leti- 
tia.  She  has  accused  me  of  telling  this." 
There  was  a  ring  of  conviction  in  the  girl's 
tones. 

The  lawyer  glanced  at  Chancellor  Haight, 
at  the  same  time  answering  hesitatingly, 
"  N-no." 

The  Chancellor  raised  his  head  and  spoke 
decisively.  "  Better  tell  her,  Grey,  now,  ex- 
actly what  you  heard  and  how  you  came  to 
hear  it.  That  is  only  justice,  also,  to  Miss 
Acre." 

The  lawyer  explained  to  Winifred,  although 
he  addressed  the  Chancellor.  "  Directly  after 
reading  the  '  News '  last  night  I  telephoned 
the  editor  as  to  the  source  of  his  statements. 
He  said  that  the  college  reporter  of  the 
'  News '  had  turned  in  the  article  with  the 
statement  that  the  rumor  had  been  in  every 
student's  mouth  all  yesterday  and  that  he — 
the  reporter — had  gone  to  Miss  Acre,  whose 
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only  reply  was  that  she  felt  very  much  an- 
noyed that  her  father's  plans  had  been  made 
public.  Of  course,  the  editor  said,  this  reply 
confirmed  the  report,  and  so  it  was  pub- 
lished." 

Chancellor  Haight  ran  his  fingers  through 
his  hair  and  swung  in  his  chair,  but  said 
nothing. 

"Then,"  continued  Mr.  Grey,  "I  tele- 
phoned to  the  reporter,  who  is  one  of  our 
Deke  men,  and  he  told  me  about  the  sheet 
picked  up  yesterday.  Then  I  called  on  Miss 
Acre,  and  found  her  in  a  state  of  great  indig- 
nation. She  did  not  know  how  the  publicity 
would  affect  her  father  after  his  request  for 
secrecy.'1 

Here  Grey  turned  to  Winifred.  "  Miss 
Lowe,  Miss  Acre  spoke  of  you  in  the  very 
highest  terms  of  respect,  and  in  fact,  brought 
your  name  into  the  discussion  with  the  ut- 
most unwillingness." 

"  Please  tell  her,"  directed  the  Chancellor, 
"  exactly  how  it  occurred." 

"  Well,  after  Miss  Acre  had  assured  me 
that  neither  she  nor  her  mother  had  men- 
tioned Mr.  Acre's  plans — not  even  to  her 
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dearest  friend,  a  Miss  Dean,  she  declared — I 
asked  her  if  she  had  any  idea  herself  how  the 
plans  had  reached  the  writer  of  that  letter, 
and  finally  she  admitted  reluctantly  that  one 
of  the  students  told  her  that  Miss  Lowe  was 
the  source  of  the  information.  'But  don't 
think  for  a  moment  that  I  believe  it/  she 
added,  '  not  for  a  moment.  It  made  me  right 
down  angry,  and  I  gave  that  student  a  furi- 
ous calling  down  for  saying  such  a  thing ! ' 
She  then  went  on  to  remark  that  she  re- 
spected Miss  Lowe  too  highly  to  believe  her 
capable  of  such  treachery." 

The  lawyer's  recital  stung  Winifred's 
numbed  faculties  into  action. 

"  Why — see !  "  she  cried,  suddenly  glancing 
down  at  the  newspaper.  There  was  a  ring  of 
exultation  in  her  voice  which  arrested  the 
lawyer's  speech  and  the  Chancellor's  atten- 
tion. 

To  the  latter  she  addressed  herself.  "  Chan- 
cellor Haight,  the  very  best  proof  that  I  am 
not  the  source  of  this  information  lies  in  the 
fact  that  it  was  not  mine  to  give." 

The  Chancellor  leaned  over  his  desk  and 
regarded  her  attentively. 
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"  What  do  you  mean?"  asked  the  lawyer. 

Winifred  pressed  her  finger  on  the  opening 
line— "  $100,000  for  Huntingdon  College." 

"  There  has  been  not  one  word  in  any  letter 
that  I  have  handled  to  tell  me  how  much  Mr. 
Acre  proposed  giving  if  he  gave  anything  at 
all.  Nor  have  I  heard  any  of  these  partic- 
ulars." Her  finger  moved  down  the  column. 

Mr.  Grey  lifted  his  eyebrows.  "  That  is 
hardly  possible,  Miss  Lowe.  I  myself 
read " 

The  Chancellor  suddenly  knit  his  brows 
and  dropped  his  gaze  on  the  desk  as  though 
trying  to  recall  something. 

"  I  can  prove  what  I  say,"  declared  Wini- 
fred. Going  over  to  the  opposite  desk  the 
girl  asked  very  quietly,  "  Chancellor  Haight, 
will  you  please  open  the  upper  drawer  on  the 
right  hand  side  ?  ' 

Mr.  Grey  followed  and  stood  beside  the 
Chancellor,  who  unlocked  the  drawer,  his 
brows  still  knit. 

"  In  that  drawer,"  Winifred  continued, 
"  you  keep  the  correspondence  with  Mr.  Acre 
— his  letters,  and  with  each  letter  a  carbon 
copy  of  your  reply,  and  on  each  copy  which  I 
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have  typed  below  the  space  left  for  your 
signature  is  a  '  Per  W.  L.'  You  will  find  that 
I  have  copied  answers  to  only  three  letters, 
not  one  of  which  mentioned  the  facts  con- 
tained in  this  article.'1 

As  she  spoke,  the  Chancellor's  face  cleared, 
and  an  expression  of  relief  touched  his  deep-set 
eyes  and  softened  his  rugged  face. 

"  Child,  child,"  he  exclaimed,  "  now  I 
remember.  The  letter  in  which  Acre  defi- 
nitely announced  what  he  might  do  came  from 
New  York  the  first  day  of  the  week  you  were 
ill,  and  I  answered  it  myself  in  pen  script,  put 
it  with  the  others  here,  and  have  never  men- 
tioned it  to  you " — here  the  Chancellor 
addressed  himself  triumphantly  to  Grey — 
"  nor  has  she  access  to  this  drawer.  The  key, 
as  you  see,  is  on  the  ring  which  I  carry  in  my 
pocket." 

Mr.  Grey  had  hastily  opened  the  letters. 
With  the  first  three  he  found  carbon  copies  of 
the  replies.  With  the  fourth  there  was  no 
copy.  Grey  laid  the  letters  down,  completely 
nonplussed.  A  baffled  expression  crossed  his 
face,  but  he  turned  frankly  to  Winifred. 

"  Miss  Lowe,  Chancellor  Haight  refused  to 
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entertain  a  suspicion  of  you,  but  I  did.  I 
confess  it  seemed  the  most  plausible  and 
reasonable  thing  in  the  world  that  you  should 
be  the  source  of  the  information,  and  I  beg 
your " 

But  Winifred,  a  crimson  spot  on  either 
cheek,  anger  and  rebellion  smouldering  in  her 
eyes,  interrupted  this  apology  with  suppressed 
passion.  "  But  you  would  never  have  thought 
of  me  had  it  not  been  for  Letitia  Acre,  never  ! 
She  told  it  herself,  I  know  she  did,  and  then 
laid  it  to  me  ! ' 

"  Why,  Winifred  !  "  The  Chancellor's  tone 
held  more  of  surprise  than  sternness.  Never 
had  he  seen  such  a  passionate  Winifred  as 
this.  "  Why,  Winifred,  this  is  not  like  you  ! 
Miss  Acre  distinctly  said  that  neither  she  nor 
her  mother  had  told  any  one.  What  reasons 
have  you  for  such  a  statement  ?  ' 

The  question  came  to  Winifred  as  a  rebuke 
and  restored  her  to  herself.  Reasons  ?  She 
had  no  real  reason,  nothing  as  a  basis  for  her 
remark  save  her  own  suspicions. 

"  I  ought  not  to  have  said  that,  Chancellor 
Haight — I  have  no  reason — I  just  felt  that 
it  must  be  true " 
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Grey  pulled  his  mustache  thoughtfully. 
The  Chancellor  cleared  his  throat  in  a  rapid 
succession  of  "  ahems."  Dropping  suddenly 
into  a  chair,  Winifred  bowed  her  head  on 
the  desk  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  girlish  tears 
which  sent  the  lawyer  hastily  to  the  furthest 
window. 

"  It's  terrible,'7  she  sobbed,  "  to  be  suspected 
of  wrong — and  to  have  the  students  suspect 
me 1" 

The  Chancellor  laid  a  fatherly  hand  on  her 
fair  hair  and  spoke  as  he  would  have  spoken 
to  the  baby  Winifred  years  before. 

"  There,  child,  don't  cry.  If  your  name 
has  been  used  in  connection  with  this  story  it 
will  take  only  a  word  to  clear  you,"  with 
quiet  assurance. 

The  Chancellor's  sympathy,  the  hand  of 
fatherhood  on  the  hair  of  the  fatherless  girl, 
transformed  her  passion  of  anger  into  a  passion 
of  humility  and  self-accusation,  and  presently 
a  very  sweet  and  humble  voice  behind  him 
caused  Mr.  Grey  to  turn  and  confront  a  very 
humble  and  sweet-spirited  girl. 

"  Will  you  do  me  a  great  favor  in  this 
matter,  Mr.  Grey  ?  " 
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"  Anything  that  lies  in  my  power,  Miss 
Lowe." 

"  Will  you  go  to  Mrs.  Acre  and  her  daughter 
and  tell  them  that  I  was  ignorant  of  Mr. 
Acre's  last  letter  and  exactly  how  I  came  to 
be  ignorant  of  it  ?  ' 

"  Indeed  I  will."  Mr.  Grey's  voice  was  as 
heartily  cordial  as  it  had  before  been  coldly 
suspicious.  "I  will  see  them  before  dinner.'1 

For  a  few  minutes  there  was  silence  in  the 
office.  Winifred  went  back  to  her  desk,  but 
her  trembling  fingers  refused  to  obey  her 
will  with  either  pen  or  typewriter.  Presently 
the  two  men  began  talking  in  low  tones,  and 
Winifred  heard  her  own  name.  "  I  confess, 
Chancellor,  that  I  was  prepared  a  moment 
ago  to  agree  with  Miss  Lowe's  accusation 
against  Miss  Acre.  But  a  moment's  thought 
convinces  me  that  Miss  Acre  would  never 
herself  lay  any  blame  at  Miss  Lowe's  door/' 

"  Your  reason." 

"  Simply  because  Miss  Lowe  is  an  Alpha 
Gamma,  and  that  is  the  sorority  Miss  Acre 
wants  to  join.  She  would  never  run  the 
risk  of  offending  the  entire  society  by  striving 
to  disgrace  one  of  its  members." 
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The  Chancellor  nodded.  "  That  sounds 
reasonable,"  he  replied,  and  again  their  voices 
sank,  but  as  Grey  started  for  the  door,  the 
Chancellor  said  emphatically,  "  It's  a  mystery. 
But  I  want  the  person  who  wrote  that  letter. 
And  I  want  the  student  who  connected  Miss 
Lowe  with  the  information.  I  think," 
slowly,  "  that  I'd  rather  find  out  the  last 
than  the  first." 

Grey  hesitated,  glancing  at  Winifred. 
Then  he  chuckled,  and  brushed  his  hand 
quickly  up  over  his  forehead.  "  I  have  an 
idea,  Chancellor  Haight,  that  I  think  I  can 
work  in  such  a  way  that  this  matter  will  be 
ferreted  out  in  short  order."  But  he  left 
without  explaining  the  idea. 

After  his  departure,  the  Chancellor  turned 
and  looked  at  his  private  secretary.  He 
marked  the  dark  circles  beneath  her  eyes, 
and  the  lines  of  weariness  wrhich  nature  at 
twenty-one  does  not  cultivate.  He  had  not 
noticed  all  this  before,  because  it  had  been 
concealed  behind  bright  words,  brave  smiles, 
and  willing  work. 

"  Now,  child,"  he  began  briskly,  "  put  on 
your  hat  and  go  out  into  the  sunshine  for  the 
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rest  of  the  day.  And  if  we  find  that  any 
false  report  has  been  circulated  among  the 
students,  depend  upon  it,  I  shall  straighten  it 
out !  " 

"  Just  one  thing,  Chancellor  Haight," 
Winifred  turned  back  at  the  door  to  ask. 
"If  it  is  necessary  to  defend  myself  may  I 
tell  that  the  important  letter  came  in  my  ab- 
sence and  that  I  have  not  seen  it  ?  ' 

"  Certainly,  child,  certainly  !  '  The  Chan- 
cellor's voice  was  hearty. 

As  she  entered  the  vestibule,  Landon  joined 
her,  Geometry  in  hand.  "  Well,  I  say,  Wini- 
fred, what  does  this  mean  ?  I  never  saw  you 
starting  out  of  the  hall  at  this  time  of  day." 

Winifred  bent  her  head  and  fussed  with 
her  books  to  bring  her  red  eyes  out  of  the 
range  of  Landon's  vision.  "  I've  been  given 
a  holiday  and  sent  home — isn't  that  nice  ?  ' 

"  Well,  say  now,  it  is  ! '  rejoined  Landon 
enthusiastically.  "  It's  mighty  nice  for  me, 
for  I  have  something  to  tell  you  about  next 
summer.  There's  the  gong — that  means  Ge- 
ometry final  for  me  ;  but  see  here,  Winifred, 
I  shall  be  at  Mrs.  Sweet's  door  this  afternoon 
at  three  o'clock,  and  you  can  do  as  you  please 
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about  my  going  in  or  staying  outside  ! '  and 
he  shot  through  the  hall  and  up  the  stairs 
without  looking  back. 

Winifred  stumbled  uncertainly  down  the 
broad  stone  steps.  "  If  only  I  could  tell  him 
all  about  it/'  she  thought  wearily,  "  but  that's 
impossible,  because  it  concerns  the  office.  I 
may  not  even  write  to  Isobel  about  it." 

When  she  boarded  the  car,  it  seemed  to  her 
that  the  sun  would  never  shine  again.  But 
before  she  reached  the  end  of  her  route  there 
was  already  a  broad  rift  in  the  clouds. 

"  I'm  so  glad  I  was  sick  all  that  week ! ' 
she  exulted.  "  If  I  had  been  at  the  office  I 
could  never  have  proven  that  I  didn't  tell, 
and  Letitia  would  have  told  her  father  what 
she — heard — and  Mr.  Acre,  like  Mr.  Grey, 
would  have  believed  her  and  not  me." 

Once  in  her  own  room  she  fled  to  her  book- 
case and  drew  out  a  small  worn  volume,  on 
the  back  of  which  was  the  name  Helen  Joyce 
Forest.  Sinking  into  the  morris  chair  she 
turned  hungrily  to  a  certain  essay  which  had 
fed  her  many  times  before. 

"And  what's  it  all  about?"  Mrs.  Sweet 
had  asked  once. 
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"  Oh !  '  Winifred  had  cried  enthusiastic* 
ally,  "  it's  all  about — well,  for  instance,  some- 
thing occurs  to-day  that  you  think  is  the 
worst  thing  that  could  happen,  and  you  worry 
and  worry  about  it — and  then,  presently  to- 
morrow or  next  week  you  see  that  it  was 
really  the  best  thing  that  could  have  come 
your  way,  and  are  sorry  you  ever  worried." 

Whereupon  Mrs.  Sweet  had  laid  the  book 
on  the  table  ejaculating  drily,  "  And  you 
paid  for  a  book  with  that  in  it !  Why,  I 
could  have  told  you  the  same  thing  for  noth- 
ing ! " 

But  even  the  well-thumbed  pages  could 
not  now  crowd  out  Winifred's  troubled 
thoughts  and  sensitive  imaginings.  She  saw 
the  consternation  of  the  Alpha  Gammas  when 
they  learned  of  her  dishonorable  conduct.  She 
saw  the  coldly  inquiring  looks  with  which 
they  would  meet  her  before  they  learned  her 
defense. 

Then  she  became  impatient  for  Landon. 
Landon  could  tell  her  just  what  had  been 
said. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

AT  THE  CHAPTER  HOUSE 

THREE  O'CLOCK  found  Winifred  beside  her 
window  watching  eagerly  for  Landon,  and  a 
few  moments  later  he  swung  down  the  street, 
a  manly,  clear-eyed  tribute  to  the  home  in 
which  he  had  been  both  loved  and  disciplined. 
His  cap  was  pushed  back  on  his  thick,  dark 
hair,  his  hands  were  in  his  pockets,  and  he 
was  whistling  out  of  pure  exuberance  of  spir- 
its and  sympathy  with  spring. 

The  sight  of  him  in  his  gaiety  and  strength 
brightened  Winifred,  who  met  him  at  the 
street  door  with  a  smile. 

"  Do  you  know  what  we  are  going  to  do  ?  ' 
she  asked. 

"  Anything  that  you  want  to,"  responded 
Landon  looking  up  at  her  with  laughing  eyes. 
"  I  am  your  most  obedient  servant/' 

"  Then  let's  take  a  long  trolley  ride  into 
the  country." 

Landon  made  a  wry  face,  but  acquiesced, 
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"  You  never  let  a  fellow  spend  a  cent  on  you, 
Winifred/'  he  grumbled. 

"  Five  cents  out  and  five  cents  back,  trolley 
fare,"  she  contradicted  briskly.  "  You  may 
pay  the  fare.  And  what  about  all  that  fruit 
and " 

"Pshaw!"  broke  in  Landon.  "That's 
nothing  to  what  I'd  like  to  do  !  Next  year, 
Winifred,  I  do  hope  you'll  have  an  easier  time 
of  it,  so  you  can  take  in  a  few  of  the  side-shows 
of  college/'  Winifred  smiled.  Her  spirits 
were  rising.  Landon  did  not  act  as  though 
he  had  heard  anything  disagreeable,  and  she 
postponed  turning  the  conversation  to  the 
subject  nearest  her  heart. 

"  Side-shows !  "  she  laughed.  "  That's 
good.  No  one  would  enjoy  them  better  than 
I." 

"  And  no  one  would  enjoy  showing  them 
to  you  better  than  I,"  added  Landon  swiftly 
as  they  climbed  aboard  the  car. 

There  were  but  few  passengers  at  that  time 
of  day,  and  the  two  found  an  open  air  seat 
back  of  the  motorman.  When  the  car  had 
left  the  city  behind  and  was  speeding  along 
through  woods  and  over  streams,  Winifred 
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asked  about  the  letter  which  had  been  picked 
up  the  day  before. 

"  Did  you  see  it,  Landon?  What  did  it 
say  ?  " 

Landon  smiled.  "  Something  that  has 
made  Miss  Acre  pretty  mad.  She  says  her 
father  wished  it  kept  quiet.  It's  just  the 
first  sheet  of  some  fellow's  letter  home.  You 
can  see  it — it's  pinned  up  on  the  wall  of  the 
chapel  waiting  to  be  rescued  by  its  owner. 
It  begins  by  thanking  '  father '  for  his  remit- 
tance and  then  says  the  news  is  being  whis- 
pered about  that  Acre  is  going  to  give 

But  did  you  see  the  *  Evening  News  '  ?  That 
had  it  all  in." 

Winifred  nodded.  "  Yes,  I  read  that,"  in 
an  odd  tone. 

"  Well,  then,  you  know  what  was  in  that 
fellow's  letter.  Wonder  how  he  found  it  out? 
He  wrote  that  he  had  it  on  the  best  authority.'1 

"  Oh,  Landon  ! "  Winifred's  low  voice  was 
suppressed  but  eager,  "  that's  exactly  what  I 
want  to  know — who  that  authority  is." 

"  I  don't  know.  I  haven't  heard  any  one 
say.  I  presume  some  of  the  trustees  have  let 
the  cat  out  of  the  bag.  There  are  so  many  of 
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'em  around  it  would  be  queer  if  every  one 
could  keep  still." 

Winifred  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief. 
"  But  Letitia,"  she  began,  "  what  did  Letitia 
say?  Did  you  hear  her  speak  of  the  mat- 
ter ?  " 

Landon  nodded.  "  Yes.  You  might  have 
thought  that  the  world  was  coming  to  an  end, 
because  it  got  out.  The  young  lady  is  a  bit 
'  set  up  '  over  it,  too.  Of  course  every  one 
was  congratulating  her  on  being  the  daughter 
of  so  generous  a  father,  and  she  was  explain- 
ing right  and  left  that  she  couldn't  tell  how 
the  publicity  would  affect  her  father,  and  she 
was  so  indignant " 

"  But,"  Winifred  interrupted,  "  she  did  not 
say — did  any  one  say  who  it  is  that  is  sus- 
pected of  telling,  some  student,  for  instance?' 

Landon  looked  puzzled.  "  Suspected  ? 

No "  Then  a  flood  of  enlightenment 

broke  over  his  face.  "  See  here,  Winifred,  has 
some  one  said  that  you  told — from  the  office — 
that's  what  you  mean — I'll  bet  it  is  ! ' 

Winifred  swallowed,  merely  nodding,  and 
Lan don's  ire  grew. 

"  No  one  has  spoken  your  name  in  connec- 
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tion  with  the  affair,  and  I've  heard  dozens 
talking  of  the  matter — and  besides,  it  wouldn't 
be  healthy  for  any  one  to  say  before  me  that 
you'd  said  anything  you  ought  not  to  say." 

Winifred  laughed,  shakily,  but  happily. 
Her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears,  but  they  were 
tears  of  gladness.  "  I  am  going  to  tell  you, 
Landon,  about  Mr.  Acre's  letter  coming  when 
I  was  absent,  so  if  you  ever  hear  that  I  told, 
you  can  contradict  it."  And  she  explained, 
suppressing  carefully  the  office  scene,  and 
making  no  reference  to  Grey  or  to  what  Leti- 
tia  had  reported. 

"  All  right,"  asserted  Landon  grimly.     "  If 

I  meet  a  fellow  who  says  you  told,  I'll  make 
that  explanation   first  and  then  I'll  wipe  up 
the  dust  with  him  afterward  ! ' 

They  laughed  over  this  combination  of 
solutions  until  the  motorman  grinned  in 
sympathy.  Then  Winifred  bethought  her  of 
Landon's  remark  concerning  the  summer. 

II  You   said  this  morning  you  had  some  news 
forme.     What  is  it?" 

Landon  moved  uneasily.  "  Why,  say, 
Winifred,  I'm  afraid  you  won't  like  it  when 
I  tell  you,"  he  began  and  then  ended  defiantly. 
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"  but  then,  Massachusetts  is  long  enough  to 
hold  us  both  if  you  do  object  I ' 

Winifred  faced  him  in  amused  astonishment. 
"  Landon  Stearns !  What  are  you  talking 
about  ?  " 

Landon  glared  resolutely  at  the  motorman's 
back.  "  Well,  it's  like  this  :  You  know  I'm 
obliged  to  work  summers.'1  Winifred  nodded. 
"  Well,  father  wants  me  to  learn  the  busi- 
ness of  steel  tubing  from  A  to  Z.': 

"  Yes." 

"  I've  been  at  it  now  vacations  since  I  was 
fifteen,  in  the  mills  and  offices.  Well,  this 
summer  I'm  to  begin  on  the  selling  side.  I 
am  to  work  under  one  of  the  regular  agents, 
you  know.  Father  gave  me  my  choice  of  four 
territories.  So  you  see  I  thought  that  a 
place  near  the  shore  would  be  nicer  in  summer 
than  an  inland  territory,  consequently  I  chose 
— Boston." 

Winifred  gave  a  little  start  of  delighted 
surprise.  "  Why,  Landon,  Harvey's  Point  is 
quite  near  Boston." 

Landon  nodded.  "  I  looked  it  up,"  he  re- 
joined briefly.  "  I  want  some  place  out  of 
the  city  to  go  on  Sundays." 
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"  Oh  I  "  Winifred  ejaculated. 

"But  business  demands  that  I  shall  pull 
out  of  Huntingdon  the  first  minute  I'm  free. 
Let's  see.  To-day  is  Tuesday  ;  my  last  exam 
comes  Friday.  I'll  take  the  sleeper  for  Pitts- 
burg  Friday  night.  Mother  wants  to  see  me 
a  few  days  and — I  want  to  see  her ! ' 

"  Then  you'll  not  stay  to  commencement  ? ' 
asked  Winifred. 

"  No,  can't.  Must  be  in  Boston  next  week 
Wednesday." 

Winifred  was  not  sorry  that  he  left  so 
soon,  because  if  she  did  not  come  back  next 
year  and  if  she  should  tell  the  girls  now 
soon  and  if  Letitia  should  be  pledged,  "  Oh,  I 
can  tell  him  better  in  the  summer/'  she 
thought.  "  I  couldn't  bear  to  talk  to  him 
about  it  now." 

She  had  told  both  Landon  and  the  Chan- 
cellor of  her  summer's  plans,  but  not  one  word 
of  the  ifs  which  were  haunting  her. 

"  Winifred,"  Mrs.  Sweet  addressed  her  from 
the  hall,  upon  her  return,  "  there's  one  of 
your  Alphy  Gammy  girls  waiting  here  to  see 
you." 

Winifred's  heart  gave  a  painful  throb.     The 
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girls  had  heard  then  that  she  was  suspected 
of  being  the  source  of  the  Acre  report.  Then 
she  thought  of  the  Chancellor  and  of  the 
absolute  certainty  of  her  defense.  She  entered 
the  room  calmly — and  saw  only  Shirley  fum- 
bling nervously  with  her  hand-bag,  and 
Shirley,  at  sight  of  her,  arose  speaking 
breathlessly  : 

"  Oh,  then  you're  not  ill.  I'm  so  glad  !  But 
I  missed  you  from  classes,  of  course,  and  at 
noon  I  told  the  girls  that  I  should  go  over  the 
first  moment  I  could  get  away  from  college  to 
find  out  what  was  the  matter."  The  words 
fairly  tumbled  out.  "  We  all  felt  so  awfully 
when  you  were  sick  a  whole  week  before  any 
of  us  knew  it  that  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
it  should  never  happen  again." 

Winifred  looked  down  at  her  with  puzzled 
eyes.  "  No,  I  am  not  ill,"  she  replied  slowly 
when  she  was  given  an  opportunity  to  reply, 
"  but  it  was  very  kind  of  you  to  come — very." 

"  I'm  so  glad  you  are  not  ill,"  reiterated 
Shirley  squeezing  the  arm  she  held.  "  Some 
one  said  you  left  the  office  this  morning  look- 
ing pale,  and  I  told  the  girls  at  noon " 

She  checked  herself,  remembering  she  had 
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already  said  that.  "  It's  so  unusual  for  you 
to  go  away,  you  know,  in  the  middle  of  the 
day." 

Winifred  was  smiling  gratefully  now.  "  It 
was  very  thoughtful,  Shirley,  to  come  across 
the  city  on  such  an  errand.  No,  I  was  not 
ill — only  very  tired  and  the  Chancellor  saw 
it,  and  gave  me  a  holiday.  Was  not  that 
kind  of  him?" 

Shirley  shrugged  her  plump  shoulders. 
"  Oh,  I  suppose  so."  She  turned  away.  Then 
in  an  afterthought  as  she  reached  the  door 
steps,  "  Oh,  Winifred,  some  of  the  girls  called 
after  me  to  fetch  you  back  to  dinner  if  you 
would  come.  I  had  nearly  forgotten  it, 
because  I  knew  you  would  be  too  busy " 

"  I  will  go,"  interrupted  Winifred  eagerly, 
"  To-night  I  will  go.  I  feel  " — she  hesitated, 
— "  I  feel  just  in  the  mood  to  finish  my  holi- 
day that  way." 

Shirley's  face  fell,  despite  her  best  endeav- 
ors to  look  pleased. 

At  the  chapter  house  it  took  only  a  greet- 
ing from  the  girls  to  assure  Winifred  beyond 
a  doubt  that  no  disquieting  word  concerning 
her  had  been  heard  there.  Lillian  Antwerp 
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and  Rebecca  Bicknell  opened  the  outer  door 
ceremoniously,  and  bowed  low.  "  *  Truth  is 
stranger  than  fiction/  girls,"  called  Lillian  to 
a  group  in  the  library.  "  It's  Winifred.  She 
is  actually  here.'1 

"  Only  to  tell  us,  probably,"  called  Rose 
Lane  heading  the  procession  which  straight- 
way appeared,  "  that  she  can  stay  eight  min- 
utes and  forty  seconds,  before  going  to  the  of- 
fice." 

"  Not  much,"  cried  Winifred  gaily.  "  I'm 
here  to  stay  until  you  are  tired  of  me,  and  I 
warn  you  I  am  hungry  as  a  bear ! ' 

"  A  dear  little  grizzly  bear,  then !  '  ex- 
claimed Lillian,  suddenly  hugging  her.  The 
act  was  involuntary  on  Lillian's  part.  Never 
had  Winifred  approached  the  girls  so  natu- 
rally, so  free  from  the  consciousness  of  her 
failures  as  on  that  evening.  The  reaction 
from  the  painful  interview  of  the  morning, 
the  release  from  the  belief  that  she  was  tem- 
porarily disgraced  among  the  students, 
brought  the  sunny  side  of  her  nature  upper- 
most, while  the  country  air  and  her  talk  with 
Landon  had  brought  the  color  to  her  pale 
face  and  a  sparkle  to  her  eye.  For  the  first 
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time  she  felt  thoroughly  at  home  in  Alpha 
Gamma. 

Presently,  the  dining-room  doors  were 
pushed  back  and  the  troop  flocked  out  to- 
gether hungry  and  happy.  Two  long  tables 
received  them.  At  the  head  of  one  sat  the 
house  mother,  Mrs.  Monroe,  at  the  head  of 
the  other,  a  senior,  Alexandra  Hearn.  Be- 
side her,  Winifred  was  stationed.  In  the  car- 
ver's place  at  the  opposite  end  was  Rebecca. 

"  Winifred,"  explained  Rebecca,  mournfully 
taking  up  the  carving  knife,  "  I'm  put  here 
because  I  play  basket-ball.  See  ?  The  other 
end  of  the  table  is  a  position  of  honor,  but 
this  is  devoted  exclusively  to  muscle."  She 
wrestled  with  a  fricasseed  chicken  as  she  spoke. 

"  It's  a  case  then,  of  Greek  meeting  Greek — 
muscle  meets  muscle ! '  retorted  Winifred 
quickly,  as  Rebecca  sawed  away  on  an  un- 
yielding joint. 

A  laugh  arose.  "  The  next  time,  Winifred," 
Mrs.  Monroe  called,  "  we  shall  claim  you  at 
our  table." 

Before  Winifred  could  reply,  Rebecca  had 
leaned  toward  Shirley,  who  sat  at  her  right, 
and  said  coaxingly  :  "  There's  an  old  saying. 
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you  know,  that  '  every  part  helps  a  part ' — 
will  you  have  a  wing  ? ' 

The  laughter  broke  out  afresh  while  Rose 
added  her  entreaties,  "  Do,  Shirley  !  Per- 
haps if  you  eat  both  wings  you'll  be  enabled 
to  rise  above  the  gloom  that  has  enveloped 
you  to-day  ! ' 

"  Shirley  has  the  nervous  blues  to-day,"  ex- 
plained Rose  to  Winifred.  "  She  has  jumped 
every  time  the  door  opened  or " 

Here  the  door-bell  rang,  verifying  Rose's 
words.  Shirley  started,  and  a  moment  later, 
Letitia's  voice  was  heard  at  the  door  speaking 
to  the  maid. 

"  I'll  run  right  up  to  her  room,"  Letitia's 
words  reached  the  dining-room.  "  Please  tell 
her  to  come  up,"  but  Shirley  was  already  out 
in  the  hall,  and  Winifred  saw  her  no  more  that 
evening.  As  Shirley  disappeared,  Lillian  Ant- 
werp, who  had  run  up-stairs  just  before  din- 
ner, appeared  in  the  doorway  holding  up 
both  hands  impressively. 

"  Be  it  known  to  all  these  presences,"  she 
proclaimed,  "  that  I  have  made  a  discovery." 
Bending  her  eyes  fixedly  on  Rose  Lane,  she 
took  her  place  next  Winifred. 
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Rose  at  once  dropped  her  fork  with  a  clat- 
ter exclaiming  :  "  Lillian  Antwerp,  where 
have  you  been  ?  ' 

"  In  your  room/' 

"I  might  have  known  better!  "  ejaculated 
Rose. 

"  You  said  I  could  use  your  compass,  and 
as  it  was  under  the  bed  I  went  after  it,  and 
found — guess,  girls." 

"  I  know,"  Rebecca  broke  in.  "  I  arrived 
at  the  conclusion  by  a  simple  method  of  in- 
duction properly  deduced  !  ' 

"  Hear!  hear  !  "  cried  Rebecca.  "  Lend  me 
your  ears.  This  morning  the  bell  rang.  I 
was  in  the  library.  I  heard  a  man's  voice.  I 
listened " 

"  I'll  warrant  you  listened,  if  it  was  a 
man  ! '  jibed  Rose.  Rebecca  waved  her  hand 
for  silence. 

"  As  soon  as  I  dared  I  peeked  out.  It  was 
the  expressman  with  boxes.  Janet's  arms 
were  piled  with  'em.  There  was  a  great  round 
hat  box,  a  long  flower  box,  and  a  square  box. 
She  could  scarcely  get  them  up  the  stairs  ! ' 

"  The  latest  Boxer  uprising,"  put  in  Wini- 
fred. 
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The  house  came  down  in  laughter  and 
applause.  Lillian  patted  the  guest's  shoulder 
and  called  across  the  room,  "  There  now,  table 
number  one,  produce  a  better  pun  than  that. 
We  defy  you  1 ' 

Rebecca  waited  patiently  and  then  raised 
her  voice.  "  The  square  box  was  for  Posie  and 
looked  like  a  box  of  candy." 

"  Own  up,  Posie  1 ' 

"  Divide  up,  rather  !  "  cut  in  Rebecca. 

Every  one  forgot  puns,  guests  and  manners. 
There  was  a  wild  scramble  for  the  stairs,  led  by 
the  freshmen,  but  if  the  seniors  were  in  the 
rear  they  were  not  far  behind.  Even  Mrs. 
Monroe  toiled  up  the  stairs,  duly  assisted,  her 
rheumatism  impeding  her  progress  not  so 
much  as  her  amusement. 

Back  in  the  dining-room,  Janet,  grinning 
broadly,  cleared  the  table  and  brought  on  the 
dessert.  "  They'll  be  back  again,  don't  you 
worry  !  "  she  told  the  cook. 

An  hour  later  Winifred  started  for  Mrs. 
Sweet's.  The  girls  flocked  down  the  stairs 
with  her  and  out  on  the  piazza.  Lillian's  arm 
was  about  her  waist  and  Rebecca's  lay  across 
her  shoulders. 
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"  Why,  Winifred,"  Alexandra  said,  as  she 
opened  the  outside  door,  "  I  feel  as  though 
we  had  only  begun  to  get  acquainted  with 
you." 

The  arm  about  Winifred's  waist  tightened 
and  Lillian  broke  in  with  an  eager,  "  Next 
year,  Winifred,  you'll  come  with  us  into  the 
house,  won't  you  ? ' 

Next  year  !  On  her  way  to  the  car  Wini- 
fred looked  up  at  the  space  between  the  Hall 
of  Languages  and  the  auditorium.  Next 
year  !  Which  should  it  be  ?  A  happier  year 
for  herself  in  Huntingdon  or — a  greater  good 
for  a  greater  number  ? 

"  I  need  not  decide  to-night,"  she  thought, 
boarding  a  car.  "  To-night  all  I  shall  think 
is  what  a  happy  time  I  have  had  and  how 
dear  the  girls  have  been  to  me.  And — if  I 
do  not  come  back — I  shall  have  dear  mem- 
ories of  Alpha  Gamma  to  carry  away  with 


me." 


Mrs.  Sweet  met  her  at  the  door  and  held 
out  a  dainty  missive.  "  It  come  by  special 
messenger,"  she  said  with  a  touch  of  awe  in 
her  voice,  "  but  still  it  don't  look  as  if  it 
amounted  to  much  I  n 
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Winifred  received  the  missive  wonderingly. 
It  was  addressed  in  a  bold  flowing  scrawl 
which  she  recognized  at  once. 

The  note  was  from  Letitia. 


CHAPTER  XV 

AMATEUR  DETECTIVES 

MR.  GREY  had  just  left,  Letitia  wrote,  and 
she  should  have  come  in  person,  but  she  had 
a  headache  that  evening  and  could  not  leave 
the  house 

Here  Winifred  broke  off  with  an  exclama- 
tion. Letitia  must  have  gone  directly  to  the 
chapter  house  after  starting  the  messenger 
with  her  missive. 

She  was  "  furious,"  Letitia  went  on,  with 
Mr.  Grey  for  repeating  what  had  been  told 
her  by  a  student,  but  very  glad — and  the  very 
was  underscored — that  he  had  faithfully  re- 
peated also  her  opinion  of  that  student's 
gossip.  "  I  assure  you,  Miss  Lowe,  that  I 
gave  that  student  such  a  severe  calling  down 
for  crediting  the  gossip,  that  I  think  it  has 
not  spread.  As  for  me,  I  should  as  soon  have 
thought  of  the  Chancellor's  telling  as  of  your 
telling." 

Winifred  replied  at  once  to  the  note,  and 
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the  reply  was  softened  by  the  memory  of  her 
happy  evening,  although  her  suspicions  were 
scarcely  allayed. 

The  following  morning,  when  she  left  the 
car  at  College  Road,  Lillian  Antwerp,  on  her 
way  to  an  eight  o'clock  examination,  joined 
her. 

"You  dear!"  greeted  Lillian,  snuggling  a 
hand  under  Winifred's  arm.  "  Don't  your 
ears  burn?  We  enjoyed  you  so  much  last 
night  that  we've  been  plotting  against  you." 

Winifred  squeezed  the  hand  beneath  her 
arm.  "  I  like  nice  plots,"  she  laughed. 
"What  is  this  one?" 

"  It's  not  perfected  yet.  But  beware  !  Next 
year  you  may  find  ypurself  bound  and  gagged 
and  toted  into  the  chapter  house  against  your 
will  and  wishes.'1 

Winifred  smiled.  "  It  might  be  against 
my  will  but  not  my  wishes."  Then  her  eyes 
were  drawn  to  the  level  space  between  the 
Hall  of  Philosophy  and  the  auditorium. 

Unconsciously  Lillian's  eyes  and  thoughts 
followed.  "  Isn't  this  great  news  about  the 
science  hall ! "  she  exclaimed  suddenly, 
"  But  I  wonder  how  it  got  into  the  paper? ' 
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"  Hasn't  Shirley,  or  rather,  Miss  Acre,  any 
idea?"  faltered  Winifred. 

Lillian  laughed.  "  No.  It  seems  Shirley 
didn't  know  about  it  herself.  When  we  read 
the  article  in  the  *  News'  she  said  Letitia 
might  at  least  have  told  her ! ' 

Winifred  sighed  in  relief,  and  when  half  an 
hour  later  the  Chancellor  entered  the  office, 
such  a  bright  face  was  lifted  to  greet  him  that 
he  nearly  overlooked  the  fact  that  it  was 
still  pale  and  thin. 

"  Well,  little  girl,  what  fortune  have  you 
fallen  heir  to  now?'  he  inquired  briskly,  sit- 
ting down  and  drawing  the  telephone  toward 
him. 

"  The  fortune  of  a  happy  yesterday  filled 
with  unexpected  kindnesses,"  smiled  Winifred, 
"  beginning  with  yours." 

The  Chancellor's  eyes  twinkled  apprecia- 
tively as  he  called  for  Mr.  Grey's  office. 

"  Hello  !  You  saw  Miss  Acre  last  evening, 
did  you,  Grey  ?  ' 

The  reply  was  long,  and  the  Chancellor  lis- 
tened with  knit  brows.  Finally  he  inter- 
rupted :  "  She  refused,  then,  to  tell  you  the 
name  of  the  student." 
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Again  the  Chancellor  listened. 

"  Yes,  a  partial  denial  will  come  out  in  all 
the  papers  to-day.  I've  merely  said  that  the 

matter  is  far  from  being  settled  yet Yes, 

I,  too,  fear  it's  very  far  now What  is  it  ? 

Yes,  I  wrote  him  yesterday  warmly  expressing 
our  regret  and  our  ignorance  as  to  the  source 
of  the  information,  but  I  said  that  we  should 
do  our  best  to  sift  the  matter, — no " 

Holding  the  receiver,  the  Chancellor  turned 
to  Winifred.  "  What  about  this  matter,  Win- 
ifred ?  How  much  have  you  heard  about 
yourself  ? ' 

"  Nothing,  Chancellor  Haight.  I  have  yet 
to  find  any  one  who  has  heard  me  mentioned 
in. connection  with  it." 

The  Chancellor  looked  puzzled  as  he  spoke 
again  into  the  transmitter.  "  No,  she  has  not 

heard  her  name  connected  with  it All 

right.  Run  it  to  earth  if  you  can,"  and  hung 
up  the  transmitter. 

Winifred  drew  Letitia's  note  from  her  hand- 
bag. "  I  brought  this  for  you  to  read,  Chan- 
cellor Haight.  In  justice  to  Miss  Acre,  I 
thought  I  should." 

He    read   the   letter,  and   passed   it   back. 


226  A  Freshman  Co-ed 

"  Very  kind  of  her,"  was  his  brief  comment, 
but  for  a  moment  he  sat  looking  at  his  desk 
with  a  frown,  absently  running  his  fingers 
through  his  hair. 

At  noon  Winifred  found  Landon  awaiting 
her  in  the  hall. 

"  Say,  what  do  you  think  ! "  he  cried.  "  The 
'  Deke '  boys  are  up  in  arms  over  that  Acre 
matter.  They  have  it  that  Grey  has  been  ac- 
cused of  giving  the  thing  away." 

"Oh!"  cried  Winifred.  "Oh!  Now  I 
understand " 

"  What  ?  "  asked  Landon  as  she  stopped  ab- 
ruptly. 

"  Pardon  me,  Landon.  That  just  reminded 
me  of  something.  Go  on  about  the  '  Dekes.' 
What  are  they  doing  ? ' 

Landon  chuckled.  "  Why,  they're  pawing 
up  the  earth  in  order  to  unearth  the  writer  of 
that  letter.  They're  going  into  the  by-lanes 
and  alleys  and  questioning  students.  They've 
got  that  typewritten  letter,  and  are  becoming 
amateur  detectives  with  a  vengeance." 

Then  this  was  the  way  the  lawyer  had 
taken  to  ferret  out  the  matter,  and  her 
name  was  not  brought  into  the  detective 
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system  at  all.  Winifred  felt  grateful  to  Mr. 
Grey. 

That  evening,  as  she  was  preparing  her  sup- 
per, Louise  Wallace  sauntered  in,  sat  on  the 
arm  of  the  morris  chair  and  swung  one  foot. 

"  The  utter  absurdity,"  quoth  Louise  scorn- 
fully, "  of  accusing  Mr.  Grey  !  A  full-grown 
man,  prematurely  bald,  of  fair  weight,  and 
one  whose  business  it  is  to  keep  secrets ! 
Wonder  who  ever  started  that.  Guess  he'll 
wish  he  hadn't  when  he  falls  into  the  hands 
of  Delta  Kappa  Epsilon  !  They  say,"  Louise 
continued,  "that  the  whole  affair  has  made 
Miss  Acre  about  sick.  Some  one  told  me 
that  she  cried  all  the  afternoon  after  she  heard 
about  the  '  Dekes.'  " 

"Oh!"  Winifred  stood  straight.  "Do 
they  say  that  Miss  Acre  accused  Mr.  Grey  ? ' 

"  I  don't  know,"  carelessly, — Louise  had 
been  elaborately  indifferent  on  the  subject  of 
Letitia  Acre  ever  since  the  l  Deke  '  reception. 
"  Everybody  is  saying  everything.'5 

"  It's  all  such  a  tangle,"  Winifred  muttered 
to  herself. 

"  But  think  of  Mr.  Grey,"  sighed  Louise. 
"  Poor  Mr.  Grey  !  "  She  arose  with  a  twinkle 
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in  her  eye.  "  My  heart  swells  with  sympathy 
for  the  maligned,  the  misunderstood !  In 
fact  I  am  so  sympathetic  that  when  he  asked 
me  to-day  for  the  fourth  time  if  he  might 
call  I  said,  '  Yes/  He  needs  comfort,  poor 
man,  in  the  midst  of  this  affliction." 

Winifred  laughed.  "I  feel  sure  that  he'll 
bless  the  affliction  which  brings  the  comfort, 
Louise.  When  does  he  come  ?  " 

"  This  very  evening.  He's  going  away  to- 
morrow for  a  couple  of  days/3 

He  left  Wednesday  morning,  and  for  twenty- 
four  hours  the  buzz  over  the  Acre  matter  did 
not  reach  Winifred's  ears,  so  busy  was  she 
with  office  work  and  preparing  for  final  ex- 
aminations. Even  Louise  was  not  admitted 
Wednesday  evening  when  she  rapped  at  the 
door  during  supper  time. 

"  No  admittance/'  Winifred  called.  "  I'm 
eating  with  the  '  De  Amicitia '  for  company. 
Final  comes  to-morrow/3 

She  had  not  seen  Letitia  since  they  ex- 
changed notes,  and  as  she  entered  the  Latin 
room  Thursday  morning  Winifred  wondered 
how  she  would  be  received. 

Letitia  and  Shirley  were  already  in  their 
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places.  Letitia  was  pale.  There  were  circles 
under  her  eyes  and  a  drawn  expression  at 
the  corners  which  revealed  tears  and  sleepless- 
ness. 

She  turned  as  Winifred  sat  down,  and 
whispered  :  "  That  was  a  lovely  little  note. 
I  don't  know  what  I  should  have  done  with- 
out it.  I  feel  so  used  up  over  the  whole 
thing/'  but  her  eyes  wavered  and  fell  under 
Winifred's  steady  gaze. 

Shirley  did  not  turn  at  all.  She  moved 
uneasily,  merely  throwing  over  her  shoulder, 
"  Only  think,  Winifred,  this  is  the  last 
time  we  meet  the  '  De  Amicitia/  I  feel  like 
setting  some  of  it  to  music — minor,  farewell 
strains — you  know  ! ' 

After  the  examination,  Letitia  and  Shirley 
waylaid  Landon  in  the  hall. 

"  They  are  going  to  invade  Boston,"  Landon 
explained  briefly  to  Winifred  later,  "  and  ex- 
pect me  to  call  on  'em."  Then  he  lowered 
his  voice.  "  I'm  afraid,  Winifred,  that  Miss 
Acre  hasn't  had  a  very  comfortable  time  since 
yesterday  morning  over  that  affair."  No  need 
to  explain  what  "that  affair '  meant,  and 
Winifred  experienced  the  peculiar  sinking 


230  A  Freshman  Co-ed 

of  the  heart  which  any  reference  to  it 
brought. 

"Why?"  she  asked. 

"  Well,  the  '  Dekes  '  have  it  now  that  she 
accused  Mr.  Grey  of  letting  slip  that  informa- 
tion. It  seems  Grey  is  out  of  town.  She  has 
been  down  at  your  chapter  house  all  the 
morning  trying  to  reach  him  by  telephone. 
She  wants  him  to  contradict  the  report.  The 
'  Dekes  '  have  no  right  to  jump  at  a  conclu- 
sion like  that/' 

"  No,  of  course  not/'  responded  Winifred, 
but  her  tone  was  colorless. 

While  Winifred  was  talking  with  Landon, 
Chancellor  Haight  sat  in  the  office  reading  a 
long  letter,  while  his  eyes  twinkled,  although 
it  was  not  a  humorous  missive.  "  The  child 
will  be  delighted,"  he  commented.  "  A  sur- 
prise— yes,  I'll  let  it  come  as  a  happy  surprise 
— same  place,  I'm  sure/1 

He  made  a  memorandum  on  the  back  of 
the  envelope,  and  when  Winifred  entered, 
looked  up  and  asked  briskly  : 

"  Child,  what's  the  name  of  the  place  to 
which  you're  going  this  summer?  ' 

"  Harvey's    Point."     He   nodded,    tucking 
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the  letter  into  his  breast  pocket.  Only  to 
Landon  and  the  Chancellor  had  Winifred 
made  known  her  plans  for  the  summer. 

That  afternoon,  Grey  returned  to  the  city, 
and  waiting  only  to  telephone  his  partner  of 
his  arrival,  went  directly  up  to  the  Hill. 
First  he  visited  the  "  Deke  "  chapter  house, 
and  then  called  at  the  Chancellor's  office.  He 
found  the  Chancellor  alone,  and  at  once  the 
latter  placed  in  his  hands  a  letter  just  received 
from  a  trustee  alumnus  living  in  the  suburbs 
of  Chicago. 

"  That  letter  I  answered  myself/'  the 
Chancellor  said  quietly.  "Winifred  feels 
badly  enough  now  without  knowing  how  her 
supposed  connection  with  the  affair  has 
spread." 

"  From  Wilberforce,  eh  ?  '  remarked  Grey 
reading. 

The  letter  stated  that  as  soon  as  the  writer 
saw  in  the  "  News '  the  account  of  Acre's 
prospective  gift,  he  called  the  giver  up  on  the 
'phone  to  thank  and  congratulate  him,  and 
met  with  sundry  explosive  remarks  from 
which  he,  Wilberforce,  gathered  that  Acre  was 
angry  at  the  publication  of  the  report.  He 
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said  his  daughter  had  heard  the  Chancellor's 
secretary  had  told  of  it. 

Grey  laid  the  letter  down,  whistling.  "  And 
now  Wilberforce  wants  to  know  what  sort  of  a 
secretary  you  have,  and  why  you  keep  her/' 
he  remarked.  "  Well,  that's  natural,  and  how 
fortunate  it  is  all  the  way  around  that  she 
can  produce  simple  and  positive  proof  of  her 
ignorance  of  the  matter  published." 

The  Chancellor  pushed  his  fingers  through 
his  hair  in  a  perplexed  manner  and  made  no 
reply. 

"  And  so  far/'  Grey  continued  laughing, 
"  my  private  detective  system  has  failed.  I 
allowed  the  '  Dekes  '  to  believe  that  I  had 
been  accused  of  giving  the  thing  away  in  or- 
der to  touch  fraternity  pride  and  arouse 
them  to  action.  Well,  the  boys  have  been 
hot  on  the  trail,  but  with  absolutely  no 
result." 

The  Chancellor  rocked  in  his  swivel  chair, 
fitting  his  finger-tips  together.  "I,  too,  have 
not  been  idle,"  he  said,  finally,  "  but  with  no 
result." 

Suddenly  the  lawyer  leaned  forward,  burst- 
ing out  impulsively  :  "  Chancellor  Haight,  it 
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looks  to  me  as  though  Miss  Acre  is  at  the  root 
of  the  whole  thing.'3 

The  Chancellor's  expression  did  not  change. 
"  At  first/3  he  observed  calmly,  "  you  would 
not  consider  that  side  of  it.'3 

"  Because  good  reasoning  was  against  it,  and 
is  still  against  it  in  view  of  her  relations  to 
Alpha  Gamma.  But  the  further  the  search 
goes — and  reveals  nothing — the  more  inclined 
I  am  to  think  that  the  girl  wished  to 
bring  her  father  and  herself  into  the  lime- 
light at  once,  and  took  this  way  of  doing 
it.  I  confess,"  with  a  rueful  laugh,  "  that 
our  talking  to  her  as  we  did,  Denim  and  I, 
did  not  reduce  her  pride  any.  That  I  see 
plainly.'3 

The  Chancellor  nodded  emphatically. 

"  Then,  after  the  '  News '  published  the 
business,  and  it  made  her  father  angry,  she 
chanced  to  think  of  Miss  Lowe  as  a  scape- 
goat  " 

The  Chancellor  brought  his  hand  down 
heavily.  "  Prove  that,  and  Miss  Acre  will 
leave  Huntingdon." 

"  Science  hall  and  all  ?  ''  Grey  asked,  half  in 
jest  and  half  in  earnest. 
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"  If  the  corner  stone  were  laid ! '  The 
Chancellor's  tone  was  emphatic  and  stern. 

Grey  arose  shrugging  his  shoulders,  still 
half-way  between  jest  and  earnest.  "  If  that's 
the  case  I'll  call  off  my  sleuths.  Anyway, 
they  have  gone  too  far,  and  I  am  anxious  not 
to  offend  the  Acres  further,  for  I  want  the 
science  hall." 

The  Chancellor  smiled.  "  And  I  want  both 
the  truth  and  the  hall.  But,  of  course,  Miss 
Acre  is  innocent  until  she  is  proved  guilty." 

Grey  shrugged  his  shoulders  boyishly.  "  I 
am  of  the  opinion  that  neither  of  us  will  get 
what  we  wish  with  matters  in  their  present 
state." 

An  hour  later,  Letitia  herself  came  to  the 
office.  She  did  not  enter  with  the  assurance, 
however,  of  her  previous  visit.  Winifred's 
vacant  corner  seemed  to  hold  a  fascination  for 
her,  and  it  was  with  an  effort  that  she  re- 
frained from  turning  in  that  direction  with  a 
start  whenever  a  sound  disturbed  the  quiet  of 
the  office. 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you,  Miss  Acre?  "  was, 
as  usual,  the  Chancellor's  courteous  question. 

Letitia  played  with  her  bracelets  in  agita- 
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tion.  "  I  came  to  you,  Chancellor  Haight,  be- 
cause Mr.  Grey  is  not  in  the  city,  and  I  wish 
to  know  what  to  do." 

The  Chancellor  opened  his  lips  to  speak  of 
Grey's  return,  and  then  suddenly  closed  them 
again. 

Letitia  then  laid  before  him  the  information 
concerning   the  movements  of  the  "  Dekes  ' 
during  the  last  few  days.     Her  voice  trembled 
as  she  neared  the  end  of  her  recital. 

"  And  now,  yesterday,  I  heard  they  were 
saying  that  I  accused  Mr.  Grey  of  telling. 
Think  of  it,  Chancellor  Haight!  Why,  it 
would  be  terrible  for  such  a  story  to  get  to  the 
trustees." 

Suddenly  the  Chancellor  leaned  forward  and 
shot  a  question  across  the  desk  as  though  it 
were  a  bomb. 

"  Miss  Acre,  do  you  know  where  the  infor- 
mation contained  in  that  typewritten  letter 
came  from  ? ' 

Letitia  started  slightly,  perhaps  at  the  vehe- 
mence of  the  query,  but  her  reply  was  imme- 
diate and  steady,  "  No,  Chancellor  Haight,  I 
do  not  know  anything  about  it  at  all  !  ' 

The  Chancellor  removed  his  eye-glasses  and 
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swung  them  over  his  forefinger.  After  an  in- 
stant's delay  he  volunteered  the  informa- 
tion : 

"  Mr.  Grey  returned  this  noon.  I  think  you 
will  have  no  difficulty  in  seeing  him  at  the 
Armitage." 

Letitia  arose  with  alacrity,  relief  written  on 
every  feature. 

"  There  was  something  else,"  she  stopped  to 
say.  "  I'm  afraid  papa  must  have  written  you 
a  very  irritable  letter."  Letitia  paused  inquir- 
ingly, but  the  Chancellor's  face  wore  an  un- 
answering  expression  of  attention. 

"  He  was  very  angry,  of  course,"  Letitia 
continued,  "  and  I'm  sure  must  have  used 
some  hard  words,  for  papa  is  very  irascible.'1 

The  Chancellor's  eyes  swept  the  daughter 
from  head  to  foot  in  a  discomforting  glance, 
which  caused  her  to  add  hastily  : 

"  Of  course,  I  would  never  say  such  things 
were  I  not  sure  you  have  had  occasion  in  this 
matter  to  find  them  out.  But  what  I  really 
wished  you  to  know  is  that  I  have  written  him 
a  long  letter  advising  him  to  let  the  publi- 
cation of  his  plans  make  no  difference  with 
the  gift,  and  I  am  quite  sure  it  will  not  be- 
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cause,"  positively,  "  I  have  unlimited  in- 
fluence with  my  father." 

The  Chancellor  bowed  and  smiled,  and  in  his 
smile  was  a  touch  of  something  akin  to  sar- 
casm. "  Then  you  believe "  he  began 

and  paused. 

"  I  believe/3  Letitia  responded  positively, 
"  that  after  reading  my  last  letter  he  will  be 
ready  to  go  on  with  the  building.  That  is,  of 
course,"  quite  as  an  afterthought,  "  if  I  con- 
clude to  remain  in  Huntingdon." 


CHAPTER  XVI 

WINIFRED  DECIDES 

FRIDAY  evening  Landon  called  to  bid  Win- 
ifred good-bye.  When  he  rang  the  door-bell, 
there  was  a  sound  of  revelry  within  the  old 
brown  house,  and  a  scuttling  away  of  foot- 
steps. 

Winifred  herself  opened  the  door  present- 
ing a  face  flushed  and  laughing.  That  day 
she  had  taken  her  last  examination,  and  the 
belief  that  she  had  really  passed  her  year's 
work  had  rolled  all  care,  even  the  perplexity 
of  the  Acre  matter,  temporarily  from  her 
heart. 

Landon  stepped  into  the  gloom  of  the  hall, 
smiling  broadly.  "  I  judged  by  the  sound 
that  there  was  a  riot  in  progress  here  and  you 
needed  a  special  policeman  !  ' 

"  Well,  I  should  say  so  !  "  declared  Mrs. 
Sweet  vigorously  from  her  sitting-room. 
"  Riot's  no  name  for  the  goin's-on  there's  been 
here  this  evening.  It's  that  Louisy  ! ' 
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A  voice  from  the  darkness  above  was  sud- 
denly raised  in  indignant  denial,  "  It  was  no 
more  that  '  Louisy  '  than  that  Winifred  ! ' 

"I  believe  you,  Miss  Wallace/5  Landon  sent 
up  to  the  invisible  owner  of  the  voice,  as  he 
followed  Winifred  into  Mrs.  Sweet's  sitting- 
room. 

That  lady  began  an  explanation  before  he 
had  crossed  the  threshold.  "  The  gas  fixture 
is  out  of  order  in  the  parlor,"  she  informed 
him,  "  so  you'll  have  to  set  here.  These 
modern  fixings  is  always  getting  out  of  order. 
Give  me  a  good  kerosene  lamp.  Don't  need 
no  plumber  to  put  that  in  order  ! ' 

Landon  produced  two  boxes  of  chocolates. 
One  he  laid  in  Winifred's  lap,  the  other  on 
the  table  at  the  old  lady's  elbow. 

"  There,  Mrs.  Sweet,"  he  told  her  laugh- 
ingly, "  is  a  modern  fixing  that  can  be  regu- 
lated entirely  by  home  industry." 

Mrs.  Sweet  chuckled.  She  bent  a  pleased 
face  over  the  wrappings  of  the  box.  "  All  this 
takes  is  good  teeth,  and  thank  fortune,  I've 
got  'em  ! '  she  ejaculated.  "  But  whatever 
made  you  think  of  me  ?  ' 

"  It's    '  sweets    to    the   Sweet ' — don't   you 
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see ?"  Winifred  interposed.  "How  could  he 
help  thinking  of  you  ?  ' 

Landon  laughed,  but  Mrs.  Sweet  frowned. 
"  Half  the  time  to-night,"  she  grumbled, 
"them  girls  have  gone  on  just  like  that !  as 
though  they  hadn't  an  idea  betwixt  'em." 

"  I  haven't,"  assented  Winifred  promptly. 
"  I  bartered  away  my  last  idea  to-day  for  a 
passing  mark.  Now  there's  a  sign  '  To  Let ' 
on  the  lodgings  of  my  common  sense — and," 
she  added  chuckling,  "  nothing  but  nonsense 
need  apply ! ' 

A  giggle  sounded  from  the  stairs  and 
Louise  shot  her  parting  shaft.  "  Take  down 
your  sign,  then.  The  lodgings  are  filled 
already  !  ' 

A  laugh  from  below  drowned  the  rustle  of 
her  skirts  up  the  stairs  and  the  sound  of  her 
door  closing. 

"  That  Louisy  ! '  gasped  Mrs.  Sweet,  but 
Landon  was  speaking,  and  Winifred  was  in- 
terested in  his  explanation. 

"  One  of  the  '  Dekes,'  he  began,  "  told  me 
that  it  was  a  misunderstanding,  their  thinking 
that  Grey  had  been  accused  of  giving  away 
Mr.  Acre's  correspondence.  He  said  Grey 
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came  up  on  the  Hill  yesterday  and  set  them 
straight  in  the  matter/3 

These  references  to  the  Acre  affair  brought 
back  to  Winifred  all  the  battle  and  the  ques- 
tionings concerning  the  following  year  which 
she  had  been  able  to  rid  herself  of  for  a  few 
hours. 

"  Why,"  she  asked  herself  as  she  climbed 
the  stairs  after  bidding  Landon  good-bye, 
"  why  must  I  feel  that  I  ought  to  go  ? ' 

The  answer  came  in  the  Chancellor's  words, 
"  The  future  good  of  hundreds  may  depend 
on  the  thoughtlessness  or  selfish  decision  of 
one  girl."  But  never  had  Huntingdon  seemed 
so  desirable  to  her  as  since  her  evening  at  the 
Alpha  Gamma  house — and  now  to  see  Letitia 
in  her  place — to  go  away  and  begin  life  over 
again  in  a  strange  college 

She  sat  in  the  office  Saturday  morning  try- 
ing to  banish  these  thoughts  and  compel  her 
own  acquiescence  in  the  decision  she  believed 
she  ought  to  make. 

A  calm  brooded  over  the  Hill,  but  it  was 
the  calm  which  preceded  the  excitement  and 
turmoil  of  commencement.  Over  the  campus 
sauntered  a  few  students,  seniors  for  the 
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greater  part,  who  after  spending  four  years 
together,  faced  the  realization  that  in  four 
days  their  paths  would  diverge. 

Presently  the  Chancellor  entered  the  office, 
and,  shortly  after,  calling  up  Mr.  Grey  on  the 
telephone,  read  him  a  letter  which  had  ar- 
rived that  morning  from  A.  B.  Acre.  The 
letter  fulfilled  Letitia's  prophecy  that  she 
could  influence  her  father  to  ignore  the  pub- 
lication of  his  correspondence  and  go  on  with 
his  plans. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  this?"  the  Chan- 
cellor asked,  with  his  lips  to  the  transmitter. 

Then  he  shook  his  head  and  replied  dryly 
to  a  speech  which  was  evidently  too  hopeful. 

"  You  forget  that  Miss  Acre's  movements 
are  still  wrapped  in  mystery.  She  talked  to 
me  Thursday  as  though  she  intended  to  re- 
turn next  year,  and  you  know  it  was  she  who 
induced  her  father  to  sa}^  definitely  what  he 
would  do  in  case  she  did  return,  and  yet  only 
this  morning  Professor  Morse  told  me  that 
she  assured  him  she  did  not  intend  to  come 
back." 

Here  Winifred  was  called  into  the  outer 
office.  Williams  needed  her  to  take  charge  of 
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the  work  of  directing  two  girls,  new  assistants 
for  the  vacation.  Presently  she  looked  up 
and  saw  Professor  Banks,  head  of  the  science 
department,  go  into  the  private  office,  and 
while  he  was  yet  there,  she  entered  and  went 
to  her  desk  to  find  a  necessary  paper. 

So  earnest  was  the  discussion  between  the 
Chancellor  and  the  professor  that  neither  no- 
ticed her  presence.  They  were  standing  in 
front  of  the  window  overlooking  the  audi- 
torium, and  the  Chancellor  was  speaking  : 

"  Professor  Banks,  the  department  is  what 
you  have  made  it,  and  Huntingdon  would 
suffer  a  great  loss  if  you  should  go — still, 
the  position  offered  you  is  a  tempting  one, 
and " 

"  But  this  Acre  building/'  urged  Professor 
Banks.  "  If  I  knew  that  within  two  years 
the  department  would  have  quarters  in  which 
it  could  expand  I'd  not  look  at  this  offer. 
And  have  we  not  such  a  prospect  ? ' 

Chancellor  Haight  slowly  shook  his  head, 
while  his  brows  knit  in  perplexity.  "  The 
Acre  Science  Hall  really  rests  on  the  uncer- 
tain whim  of  a  spoiled  girl — don't  build  for  a 
moment  on  the  hopes  of  its  erection.  And 
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yet," — here  the  perplexity  died  out  of  his 
face.  His  eyes  lighted,  and  his  drooping 
head  raised  itself — "  and  yet,  Professor  Banks, 
I  have  a  boundless  faith  that  somehow,  in 
some  way,  within  two  years  an  adequate 
building  for  the  science  department  will 
occupy  that  space,"  pointing  from  the  win- 
dow. 

Winifred,  the  missing  paper  in  her  hand, 
went  out  and  closed  the  door  softly.  Once 
she  drew  a  long  deep  breath.  Once  or  twice 
she  swallowed  with  an  effort,  but  her  reso- 
lution was  fixed.  Letitia  should  have  an  op- 
portunity to  become  an  Alpha  Gamma. 

There  was  no  time  for  delay.  She  must  an- 
nounce her  decision  at  once,  for  the  college 
year  ended  the  following  Wednesday. 

At  four  o'clock  when  she  entered  the  chapter 
house,  she  heard  on  the  floors  above  a  buzz  of 
voices,  the  patter  of  many  feet,  the  slamming 
of  trunk  lids  and  the  moving  of  heavy  furni- 
ture. The  girls  were,  to  use  their  own  term, 
"  doubling  up."  That  is,  they  were  moving 
into  the  back  rooms,  two  in  a  room,  in  order 
to  entertain  the  commencement  guests  of  the 
seniors.  Winifred  mounted  the  stairs  on 
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leaden  feet,  and  sought  Alexandra  Hearn. 
But  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  she  was  waylaid 
by  Rebecca  Bicknell. 

"  Good  !  Girls,"  called  Rebecca,  "  here's 
Winifred.  Let's  make  her  stay  to  dinner,  and 
earn  it  in  advance." 

Rebecca  was  staggering  under  a  load  of 
bedding,  which,  piled  high  on  her  arms,  ob- 
scured her  vision. 

"  All  right — all  right ! '  came  from  Hazel 
WincheH's  room.  Hazel  was  under  the  foot 
of  the  bed,  which  she  was  raising  on  her  back 
while  she  struggled  to  straighten  one  corner 
of  the  rug.  "  Step  right  this  way.  Human 
props  are  in  demand  here !  ' 

"  Possession  is  nine  points  of  the  law,"  re- 
torted Rebecca,  "  and  at  present  I  have  her. 
She  is  a  leader  of  the  blind.  Last  trip  I  made 
down  this  hall  I  fell  over  Lillian's  foot-rest, 
and  mashed  Annie's  best  winter  hat.  And 
that's  omitting  to  mention  a  bruised  shin  and 
a  skinned  nose." 

"  Which,"  added  Belle  Easton  as  they 
passed  her  door,  "  used  up  all  my  white 
court-plaster." 

Winifred  guided  the  giggling  Rebecca   to 
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her  destination,  and  then  slipped  into  Alex- 
andra's room  for  the  dreaded  interview. 

For  half  an  hour  Alexandra's  door  re- 
mained shut  and  locked.  Then  Winifred 
came  out,  dry  eyed,  but  with  a  pitiful  little 
quiver  about  the  mouth  which  escaped  notice 
in  the  semi-gloom  of  the  hall. 

"  Who  is  the  weightiest  member  of  this 
household  ?  ;  demanded  a  voice  from  one  of 
the  front  rooms. 

"  The  cook,"  came  a  response  from  the  up- 
per end  of  the  hall. 

"  You'll  do,  Rose  Lane,"  retorted  the  first 
voice.  "  You're  no  featherweight  yourself. 
Come  here  and  sit  on  this  trunk,  will  you  ? ' 

Rose  emerged  from  her  room  and  caught 
Winifred's  arm.  "  Here's  some  one  who  could 
sit  on  fine  laces  without  crushing  'em.  Want 
her?" 

Lillian  Antwerp  danced  past  and  caught 
Winifred's  free  arm.  "  You  can't  have  her. 
She's  not  going  to  sit  anywhere  except  in  my 
room.  I  have  important  business  to  transact 
with  her." 

Lillian  raised  her  voice  to  drown  Winifred's 
protests.  "  Just  a  moment,  dear.  There  you 
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were  locked  up  in  Alexandra's  room  half  an 
hour,  and  now  I  shall  lock  my  door  for  the 
same  time." 

Lillian  locked  her  door,  and  drew  Winifred 
down  beside  her  on  a  couch. 

"  Now  for  that  plot  I  told  you  we  had  con- 
cocted the  other  day."     She  patted  the  slender 
hand   she   held  lovingly.     "  Oh,    it's    a  nice 
cozy  little  plot !     Do  you  see  this  big  room  ? ' 
demanded  Lillian. 

Winifred  nodded. 

"  Well,  half  of  it  is  yours  next  year,  and 
the  other  half  is  mine/' 

Winifred  swallowed. 

"  Do  you  see  that  couch  over  in  the  cor- 
ner ?  That's  yours,"  triumphantly,  "  and 
this  that  we're  sitting  on  is  mine,  and  we'll 
get  along  so  nicely,  you  and  I,  because,"  here 
Lillian  threw  her  arm  around  the  other,  "  I 
love  you,  and  you're  not  to  pay  one  cent  for 
the  room.  Hurry  up  now  and  say  '  Yes.' 

But  Winifred  did  not  say  it.  Instead,  she 
hid  her  face  on  Lillian's  shoulder,  answering 
incoherently,  mixing  gratitude  with  entreaties 
to  see  Alexandra. 

"  I  can't  tell  you  now  myself,  Lillian,"  she 
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half  sobbed,  "  but  I  shall  have  such  sweet 
memories  to  carry  away  with  me — Alexandra 
will  tell  you.  Don't  ask  me  now."  Then 
she  fled,  and  the  wondering  Lillian  sought 
Alexandra's  room. 

To  Alexandra,  Winifred  had  said  that  it 
would  be  impossible  for  her  to  return  to 
Huntingdon  :  that  Alpha  Gamma  must  accept 
her  decision  as  final,  and  feel  free  to  act  on 
the  case  of  Letitia  Acre  immediately. 

"  Perhaps,"  Winifred  had  suggested,  "  she 
may  decide  positively  to  return  if  she  is 
pledged  this  year." 

And  Alexandra,  with  surprise  and  deep  re- 
gret, accepted  the  other's  decision,  promising 
to  wait  until  Winifred  had  left  the  house  be- 
fore telling  the  others,  and  adding  that  it 
would  be  a  comfort  to  her  to  feel  that  the 
place  would  be  taken  by  such  a  gifted  girl  as 
Letitia. 

Winifred  paused  a  moment  on  the  stairs  to 
gain  control  of  her  emotions.  Some  one  was 
playing  on  the  piano,  and  she  could  see  the 
skirt  of  the  player,  a  ruffled  lace  trimmed 
Swiss,  which  lay  sheer  and  white  on  the  gift 
rug.  The  player  was  making  impatient  little 
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runs  over  the  keys,  ending  with  the  Alpha 
Gamma  call. 

"  Already,"  thought  Winifred,  "  she  is  at 
home  here." 

Winifred  ran  down  the  stairs,  hoping  she 
could  gain  the  street  without  being  seen.  But 
Letitia,  hearing  a  sound,  turned,  sprang  from 
the  music  stool  and  hurried  forward. 

"  Well,  Shirley,  I  thought  you  were  never 
coming — oh ' 

"  Good-afternoon,  Letitia," — Winifred  con- 
tinued through  the  hall, — "  I  think  Shirley  is 
up-stairs." 

That  evening  as  Mrs.  Sweet's  youngest 
lodger  sat  in  front  of  her  window,  the  door 
across  the  hall  opened  and  Louise  Wallace's 
voice  asked,  "  Maiden  fair,  art  there?  ' 

Winifred  called  eagerly,  "Oh,  Louise,  you're 
the  very  one  I  want  to  see  ! ' 

"  Am  I  ?  '  asked  Louise.  She  spoke  with 
unnatural  deliberation. 

Entering  she  turned  and  closed  the  door 
with  a  slam.  "  There  ! '  she  exclaimed  with 
an  air  of  great  satisfaction,  "  I  feel  better. 
Ever  heard  what  Charles  Lamb  called  the 
banging  of  a  door  ?  ' 
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"  No,"  smiled  Winifred.     "  What?  " 

Without  replying  directly,  Louise  struck  a 
tragic  attitude.  "  And  yet  Charles  Lamb  never 
wore  a  lace  waist  that  hooked  up  in  the  back." 

"  You  poor  dear ! '  cried  Winifred  laugh- 
ing. "  Come  here  and  let  me  fasten  it." 

"  And  Charles  Lamb,"  Louise  went  on, 
"  never  hooked  up  the  entire  twenty-three 
hooks  after  one  hour's  labor,  and  then  dis- 
covered that  he  had  put  hook  number  one 
into  eye  number  two  and  so  on  clear  to  the 
end  of  the  row." 

"  Aren't  they  nuisances,  these  little  blind 
eyes  ?  '  exclaimed  Winifred,  busying  her  deft 
fingers  with  the  refractory  fastenings.  "  But, 
Louise,  cream  color  is  very  becoming  to  you, 
and  all  this  fluff  around  your  neck,  and  that 
red  rose  in  your  hair — you  look  fine  ! ' 

"  Thanks  —  quantities  of  thanks  1 '  re- 
sponded Louise.  "  This  rose  is  one  of  a  half 
dozen  sent  per  messenger  boy  this  P.  M." 

"  Mr.  Grey  I  " 

"The  same.  There!"  She  stopped  in 
front  of  Winifred's  small  mirror.  "  Does  my 
skirt  hang  plumb  ?  And  is  my  girdle  prop- 
erly fastened  in  the  back  ?  " 


Winifred  Decides  251 

"  Everything  is  exactly  right,"  declared 
Winifred.  "  Now  have  the  best  time  of  all 
the  year." 

"  Leave  your  door  unlocked,  and  I'll  come 
in  and  tell  you  about  it,"  Louise  suggested. 
"  You  won't  mind  being  kept  awake  to-night 
so  long  as  to-morrow  is  Sunday." 

Louise  appeared  at  midnight,  and  said  that 
the  "  Dekes  "  had  been  giving  a  small  farewell 
housewarming.  She  perched  herself  on  the 
foot  of  Winifred's  bed  in  a  subdued  but  not  un- 
happy mood.  A  flood  of  moonlight  struck 
across  her,  showing  the  red  rose  in  her  hair 
and  an  abstracted  fixed  look  in  the  dark  eyes. 

"  The  house  looked  so  homelike  and  cozy 
to-night,"  she  began  dreamily.  "  It  was  just 
chilly  enough  so  that  a  fire  was  accept- 
able and  the  two  fireplaces  were  lighted.  One 
is  in  the  library  and  one  in  the  hall,  you 
know,  and  we  had  such  a  delightful  cozy  time. 
Just  sat  around  the  fires  toasting  marshmal- 
lows  and  singing  college  songs  and  telling 
stories — that  is,  the  most  of  us  did." 

Suddenly  she  joined  her  thoughts  to  her 
words  and  turned  her  face  toward  Winifred. 

"  Letitia  Acre  was  there,  and  I  never  saw 
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any  one  change  so  in  twenty-four  hours. 
Yesterday  up  on  the  Hill  she  looked  steeped 
in  the  blues.  In  fact,  she's  looked  that  way 
ever  since  that  letter  affair.  But  to-night  you 
would  not  have  dreamed  that  she  ever  suffered 
from  damp  spirits." 

Louise  arose,  threw  out  both  arms  and 
yawned.  She  pulled  the  rose  from  her  hair 
and  idly  picked  the  petals,  dropping  them  on 
the  table.  Then  she  spoke  through  another 
yawn. 

"  Yesterday  Miss  Acre  told  me  she  should 
not  come  back  here  next  year.  But  to-night 
she  was  telling  everybody  that  she  intended 
to  return." 


CHAPTER  XVII 

THREE  LETTERS 

FROM  Chancellor  Haight  to  Mrs.  Helen 
Joyce  Forest : 

" .  .  .  There  is  a  matter  which  has 
perplexed  me  greatly  during  the  last  three 
weeks.  Because  I  have  been  unable  to  probe 
it  to  the  foundation  as  I  believe  you  can  do, 
and  because  it  concerns  both  a  member  of  Al- 
pha Gamma  and  a  prospective  member,  I  have 
decided  to  lay  the  entire  problem  before  you 
as  briefly  as  possible.  There  may  be  no  prob- 
lem at  all  ...  but  in  time,  you  will  meet 
both  girls,  and  come  again  into  touch  with 
the  family  life  of  your  sorority,  where  you  can 
learn  the  truth  for  yourself — and,  if  your 
judgment  so  dictates,  for  me.  For  not  will- 
ingly would  I  allow  the  much  needed  science 
hall  to  be  built  on  injustice  even  to  one  small 
girl. 

"  Now,  to  begin  at  the  beginning.  .  .  . 
These  are  the  facts  as  to  the  publication  of  the 
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contents  of  Mr.  Acre's  letter.  Who  told  re- 
mains to-day  as  great  a  mystery  as  ever.  Mr. 
Grey  and  myself  have  tried  in  every  way  to 
obtain  some  clew  to  the  writer  of  the  typed 
sheet  found  on  the  campus,  and  also  to  the 
student  who  accused  Miss  Lowe.  Of  course, 
no  one  ought  to  be  condemned  without  proof, 
and  in  the  face  of  Miss  Acre's  denial  we  can- 
not consistently  believe  that  she  was  herself 
the  one  to  announce  her  father's  plans.  .  .  . 
"  Now  as  to  Winifred.  .  .  .  The  girl  is 
usually  open  as  the  day  and  as  clear  as  crys- 
tal. But  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of 
this  matter  she  has  been  most  reticent.  I  feel 
sure  she  is  withholding  some  of  the  truth. 
Especially  has  this  been  the  case  since  class 
day,  when  Miss  Acre  first  appeared  wearing 
the  colors  of  Alpha  Gamma,  and  Winifred 
told  me  that  it  was  her  place  into  which  Miss 
Acre  would  be  initiated.  .  .  .  While  I 
think  her  capable  of  making  the  sacrifice  for 
the  good  of  Huntingdon,  yet,  suppose  the  sac- 
rifice were  not  wholly  voluntary?  This  is 
what  has  led  me  to  write  you  at  length — sup- 
pose some  pressure  has  been  brought  to  bear 
on  her  within  Alpha  Gamma  to  induce  her  to 
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withdraw  in  favor  of  Miss  Acre.  She  is  sensi- 
tive, and  the  pressure  would  have  to  be  but 
slight.  Miss  Acre,  I  understand,  is  considered 
the  most  desirable  sorority  girl  in  the  fresh- 
man class,  on  account  of  her  beauty,  her 
scholarship  and  her  wealth.  And  might  not 
all  this  have  its  weight  with  at  least  a  few — a 
very  few,  I  trust — inside  of  your  sorority  ?  I 
realize  I  am  intruding  on  delicate  family  af- 
fairs, and  yet  I  am  writing  for  your  eye  alone 
and  am  only  seeking  justice  for  one  of  your 
own  sorority  sisters.  .  .  . 

"  You  as  a  woman  and  an  Alpha  Gamma 
can  best  deal  with  the  matter.  If  Winifred's 
sacrifice  is  purely  voluntary,  as  she  protests  it 
is — God  bless  the  child.  If  it  is  not  voluntary, 
it  is  still  a  great  sacrifice.  I  should  like  to 
know  the  facts. 

"  As  for  the  promised  science  building,  it 
takes  no  great  acumen  to  discover  that  it  is 
left  to  Miss  Acre's  discretion — or  indiscretion 
— even  now,  by  her  father.  I  shall  go  on 
with  the  plans,  quietly,  because  the  plans  will 
answer  for  another  time  and  another's  generos- 
ity if  Acre  fails.  .  .  .  Miss  Acre  is  as- 
suredly brilliant,  decidedly  clever  and  master- 
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ful.  If  she  is  true  at  heart  she  will  be  a 
power  for  good  wherever  she  is  placed — in 
Alpha  Gamma  or  elsewhere. 

"  In  Winifred  I  take  unusual  interest.  She 
is  the  daughter  of  an  old  and  dear  friend,  and 
it  is,  I  believe,  due  in  large  measure  to  the 
influence  of  your  life  and  writings  that  she  is 
the  noble,  unselfish  girl  that  she  is  .  .  . 
and  furthermore,  I  assure  you  that  the  brave 
little  girl  is  worth  knowing.  .  .  ." 

Isobel  Lowe  to  Winifred  : 

"  .  .  .  How  could  you  do  it  1  It  seems 
treacherous  to  papa's  memory  to  allow  it ;  I 
cannot  understand  the  Chancellor.  That  he 
should  negotiate  calmly  for  a  benefit  from  the 
man  who  ruined  his  friend — I  shall  never 
think  the  same  of  Chancellor  Haight  again 
.  .  .  and  Alpha  Gamma  will  never  be  the 
same  to  me  with  an  Acre  in  it — never  1  I 
shall  not  feel  like  going  back — I  should  go  to 
Huntingdon  even  now  and  prevent  it,  but 
with  Letitia  pledged,  all  remonstrance  is  use- 
less. ...  I  don't  mean  to  be  too  severe 
with  you,  Winifred,  but  I  cannot  understand 
how  you  could  have  kept  silent  when  it  was 
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your  duty  to  speak.  Some  one  else  would 
build  a  science  hall — men  are  giving  to  colleges 
every  day,  but  now  we — at  least  I — shall  not 
even  wish  to  see  Huntingdon  again  and  The 
Acre  Science  Hall.  Oh,  Winifred,  how  could 
you  feel  it  was  right  to  do  it  ?  .  .  ." 

Landon  Stearns  to  Winifred  : 

" .  .  .  Your  note  was  certainly  a  hot 
liner !  It  knocked  me  silly.  You  might  as 
well  have  told  me  the  whole  thing  in  so  many 
words,  for  I  am  about  sure  I  have  guessed  the 
truth,  and  if  my  guesses  are  right,  it's  a  splen- 
did thing  to  do,  Winifred.  But  I  cannot  tell 
you  how  I  hate  to  see  you  go  !  .  .  .  Maybe 
something  will  happen  to  prevent  it.  I  shall 
go  right  on  hoping  all  summer.  ...  I 
sent  your  letter  home.  Hope  you  don't  mind. 
I  wanted  mother  and  father  to  know  about  it. 
I'll  show  you  what  father  wrote  when  you 
land  in  this  section  of  the  hemisphere.  Glad 
this  little  old  town  of  Boston  isn't  far  from 
Harvey's  Point.  .  .  ." 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

THE  NEW  WAITRESS 

IT  was  the  first  of  July,  and  Winifred  was 
on  her  way  to  Harvey's  Point  and  sister 
Sarah — otherwise  Mrs.  Brown.  With  her  she 
carried  a  basket  of  lunch,  six  new  shirt-waists, 
and  a  firm  determination  to  enjoy  the  summer. 

The  basket  of  lunch  was  the  parting  offering 
from  Mrs.  Sweet,  who  gave  it  with  the  fervent 
exclamation  that  she  hoped  for  the  land  sakes 
Winifred  would  get  a  little  flesh  on  her  bones 
at  sister  Sarah's  ! 

The  shirt-waists  had  been  made  by  their 
owner  since  college  closed,  "  by  courtesy,"  as 
she  added  concerning  them,  "of  Mrs.  Sweet's 
sewing-machine.'! 

The  firm  determination  was  the  product  of 
much  mental  wrestling.  "  I'm  going  to  listen 
to  the  waves  '  slosh,'  "  she  told  herself,  "  and 
forget  Letitia — and  next  year." 

Letitia  and  Shirley  she  had  not  met  once 
since  her  interview  with  Alexandra  Hearn, 

258 


The  New  Waitress  259 

Both  girls  had  kept  carefully  out  of  her  path, 
a  course  for  which  she  was  thankful,  for  she 
felt  she  could  greet  neither  in  a  sisterly 
fashion. 

"  Next  year '  was  settled  for  her.  The 
Chancellor  had  stopped  at  Vassar  on  his  way 
to  New  York  and  had  obtained  for  her  a 
position  in  that  college  similar  to  the  one  she 
held  in  Huntingdon. 

"  It  was  so  good  of  him  to  get  me  the  place," 
she  thought,  "  and  I  shall  never  forget  his 
saying  that  if  the  science  hall  is  erected  he 
will  always  think  of  it  as  my  gift  as  well  as 
the  Acres'." 

"  And  of  course,"  the  young  philosopher 
declared  as  she  took  the  portrait  of  Helen 
Joyce  Forest  from  the  wall,  "  I  shall  always 
be  an  Alpha  Gamma  and  her  sister." 

Very  tender  were  her  memories  of  the 
Alpha  Gammas  during  commencement  week. 
The  girls  had  surrounded  her  declaring  their 
regret  with  such  sincerity  and  love  that 
Winifred  could  not  answer  the  Chancellor's 
questions  concerning  her  departure  from 
Huntingdon  without  choking  and  turning 
away. 
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As  for  her  relations  to  the  sorority — when 
she  did  not  register  the  following  September 
— her  name  would  be  passed  on  from  the  roll 
of  the  active  chapter  to  the  alumnae  roll  for 
the  lack  of  a  more  suitable  place  in  which  to 
inscribe  the  name  of  one  of  the  few  Alpha 
Gammas  who  had  failed  to  finish  her  college 
course. 

As  the  train  drew  out  of  Huntingdon,  and 
Winifred  looked  back  at  the  distant  tower  of 
the  new  auditorium,  the  tears  welled  into  her 
eyes  and  hid  it  from  view — "  The  last  I  shall 
shed  in  a  year,"  she  declared  bravely  turning 
her  face  resolutely  away. 

A  few  hours  later  she  was  conducted  into 
the  presence  of  sister  Sarah.  Mrs.  Brown  was 
in  her  linen  room,  mending  sheets.  She  sat 
very  erect  and  plied  her  needle  with  nervous 
rapidity.  She  proved  a  second  edition  of  Mrs. 
Sweet,  with  ten  years  less  of  age  and  wrinkles, 
abrupt  and  openof  speech,  positive  but  kindly. 

"  Things  go  here  in  regular  order,"  she  told 
Winifred  crisply,  "  and  if  folks  don't  like  it 
they  can  lump  it,  whether  they're  boarders  or 
help  !  We  have  meals  on  time,  and  folks  that 
don't  get  here  at  that  time  goes  without  'em. 
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The  house  is  shut  up  at  eleven  at  night,  and  if 
folks  don't  get  in  on  time  they  stay  out.  But 
the  help  gets  in  at  ten,  mind  you,  ten,  and 
not  eleven*" 

"  I  shall  remember,"  promised  Winifred. 

"  It  makes  me  right  down  mad,"  Mrs.  Brown 
changed  the  subject  abruptly,  "  that  Anne 
Sweet  won't  spend  her  summers  here.  She 
had  to  stay  in  Huntingdon  as  long  as  Jere- 
miah lived  because  he  was  that  set  he  wouldn't 
leave  home  himself  nor  let  her  leave.  But 
now  it's  time  she  got  out  and  seen  a  little  of 
the  world.  She  makes  me  right  down  pro- 
voked, Anne  does.  She  knows  her  keep  here 
wouldn't  cost  her  a  cent.  I  don't  know  what 
possesses  her,  do  you  ?  ' 

"  Yes,"  returned  Winifred  boldly.  "  Work 
possesses  her.  Now,  I  think  if  you'd  write 
her  that  you  needed  her  assistance  she  would 
shut  up  her  house  and  come.  She  can't  bear 
to  be  sitting  around  idle." 

"  Do  tell ! '  exclaimed  Mrs.  Brown.  She 
drew  her  glasses  down  on  her  nose  and  looked 
at  Winifred  earnestly.  "  Sister  Anne  wrote 
that  you  had  more  common  sense  than  some 
whole  families,  and  I  guess  you  have.  I'll 
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see  how  that  idea  will  work  on  her.  And 
now/3  rising,  "  I'll  show  you  over  the  house, 
and  tell  you  about  your  work." 

As  she  guided  Winifred  to  the  kitchen  she 
explained,  "  I  advertise  sand  and  quiet  and 
bathing  and  good  victuals,  and  that's  what 
folks  get.  Nascot's  Beach  is  the  place  for 
folks  that  want  merry-go-rounds  and  shoots 
and  such  like  rumpuses.  There's  nothing 
like  that  at  Harvey's  Point,  and  won't  be  as 
long  as  I  control  things  here." 

As  the  house  tour  ended  in  the  square  front 
hall  with  its  settees  and  fireplace,  Mrs.  Brown 
turned  to  her  new  assistant  in  a  friendly 
fashion  and  commanded  abruptly :  "  Your 
work  will  begin  in  the  morning.  Now  you 
go  out  and  lie  on  the  sand  and  get  rested." 

With  alacrity  Winifred  obeyed,  her  spirits 
rising  as  she  closed  her  eyes,  soothed  by  the 
warmth  of  the  sand  and  breeze  and  sun,  the 
laughter  of  children  playing  on  the  long 
stretches  of  beach,  the  chugging  of  the  motor 
boats  skimming  over  the  quiet  water  of  the 
bay,  and  the  lazy  lap  of  the  tide  below  her. 

"  The  waves  are  *  sloshing,'  she  smiled 
happily,  and  fell  asleep. 
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Behind  her  arose  the  rambling  isolated 
boarding-house  with  its  broad  piazzas  looking 
across  the  bay  to  Nascot's  Beach.  Here  the 
trains  and  boats  from  Boston  left  Mrs.  Brown's 
boarders,  and  here  her  husband,  the  "  Cap'n," 
received  them  with  his  motor  boat. 

During  the  first  days  of  her  stay  Winifred 
found  her  work  somewhat  perplexing.  "  I'm 
always  giving  coffee  to  the  tea  woman  and 
milk  to  the  orderer  of  coffee/'  she  confessed  to 
Mrs.  Brown,  "  and  I  get  the  fish  and  beefsteak 
and  bacon  orders  all  mixed  up."  This  confes- 
sion she  made  on  Tuesday  evening. 

"  You'll  learn.  They  all  have  to,"  returned 
Mrs.  Brown,  who  stood  in  the  kitchen. 
"  You're  getting  along  all  right,  if  you'll  keep 
it  up.  The  trouble  with  so  many  of  the  girls 
is  that  they  forget  to  keep  a-going  and  then," 
Mrs.  Brown  added  grimly,  "  I  don't  forget  to 
keep  'em  going  back  to  their  homes." 

"  I  shall  be  careful  not  to  share  their  fate," 
laughed  Winifred.  "  I  shall  keep  going." 

Her  duties  consisted  in  setting  and  waiting 
on  two  tables,  washing  the  glasses  and  silver 
and  caring  for  her  own  corner  in  the  big,  airy 
roof  room  which  extended  from  one  end  of 
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the  house  to  the  other.  Here  each  girl  had  a 
comfortable  cot  curtained  off  from  the  others, 
and  a  gable  window  to  light  her  corner. 

Winifred  was  older  than  the  other  table 
girls,  and  after  her  work  was  finished  she 
usually  wandered  out  along  the  beach  or,  on 
rainy  days,  sat  in  front  of  her  gable  window 
watching  the  slanting  rain  strike  the  rising 
waves,  or  the  fog  pouring  landward,  closing 
in  around  the  house  like  a  curtain,  then,  as 
suddenly  parting,  and,  falling  into  shreds 
and  strips,  twist  and  writhe  up  and  up  until 
it  lay  in  light  and  fleecy  clouds  across  a  blue 
sky. 

Or  she  would  sit  with  Mrs.  Brown  in  the 
linen  room  and  help  repair  the  havoc  made 
by  the  washing  machine. 

"  I  guess  table-waitin'  don't  take  any  more 
nip  and  tuck  out  of  you  than  college  did," 
Mrs.  Brown  observed  when  Winifred  had  been 
at  Harvey's  Point  three  days. 

"  Indeed,  no  ! '  was  the  hearty  rejoinder, 
"  especially  now  when  I  am  getting  accus- 
tomed to  remembering  orders." 

"  It  will  all  come  natural  to  you  by  and 
by,"  consoled  Mrs.  Brown. 
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Mrs.  Brown  proved  a  true  prophet.  In  a 
few  clays  her  duties  "  came  natural '  to  Wini- 
fred. She  moved  deftly  about  between  her 
two  end  tables  and  the  kitchen,  the  eyes  of 
many  a  boarder  following  her,  so  easy  and 
quiet  was  her  bearing,  so  sweet  was  her  face, 
so  attractively  neat  was  her  fresh  shirt-waist, 
her  big  white  apron,  and  her  modestly  rolled 
hair  crowned  with  its  tiny  square  of  lace. 

Especially  attractive  did  she  appear  at  the 
Friday  six  o'clock  meal  to  two  people  who 
occupied  a  table  at  the  other  end  of  the  din- 
ing-room. They  were  newcomers  and  stran- 
gers to  each  other  when  they  first  sat  down 
at  opposite  sides  of  the  table.  But  when 
Winifred  spied  them  they  were  talking  to- 
gether with  animation. 

Mrs.  Brown,  at  her  post  in  the  kitchen,  was 
surprised  to  see  her  thoughtful  new  waiter 
push  open  the  left  swing  door  confusedly, 
thereby  colliding  with  another  waiter  and 
upsetting  a  cup  of  tea. 

"  See  here  ! '  Mrs.  Brown's  voice  was  low 
but  vigorous.  "  I  thought  you  knew  enough 
to  go  to  the  right." 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Brown,"  faltered  Winifred.     Her 
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eyes  glowed  and  danced  excitedly.  "  I'll  not 
forget  again,  but — you  see — Mrs.  Helen  Joyce 
Forest  is  in  there — and  Landon." 

Mrs.  Brown's  face  relaxed.  "  I  told  her 
so,"  she  commented  grimly.  "  I  told  her 
some  one  would  be  sure  to  know  who  she  was  ; 
and  she  wants  to  be  known  just  as  a  Mrs. 
Forest.  She  came  here  to  be  quiet  and  work." 

"  I  won't  tell  any  one  except  Landon,"  as- 
serted Winifred  eagerly,  "  and  he  will  know 
anyway." 

As  she  stood  decorously  behind  her  tables, 
she  stole  occasional  glances  at  the  two  across 
the  room — at  the  large  black-haired  young 
man,  and  at  his  white  clad  vis-a-vis  with 
her  beautiful  silvery  hair  and  her  face  still 
full  of  the  joy  of  living,  despite  the  lines  of 
experience  and  suffering. 

"  She's  beautiful,"  thought  Winifred,  "  and 
how  I  wish  I  might  hear  her  talk  ! ' 

Winifred's  thoughts  traveled  faster  than 
her  feet.  "  Where  did  Landon  meet  her,  and 
how  is  it  that  he  is  here  Friday  instead  of 
Saturday  ? '  were  among  the  questions  she 
asked  herself,  but  the  paramount  question 
was—"  Shall  I  hear  her  talk?  " 
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Landon  lingered  at  the  table  after  Mrs. 
Forest  had  left,  his  gaze  wandering  to  the 
further  end  of  the  dining-room,  but  Winifred, 
mindful  of  her  duties,  did  not  give  him  a 
moment  until  her  tables  were  cleared  and 
brushed.  Then  she  greeted  him  hurriedly  : 

"  I  can  take  only  a  minute  now,  Landon. 
Wait  for  me  in  the  hall — but  tell  me  right 
now  how  you  came  to  know  her  ?  ' 

"Her?'  repeated  Landon.  He  thrust  his 
hands  into  his  pockets  and  looked  down 
at  his  interlocutor  uncomprehendingly. 
"Which  her?" 

Winifred  laid  her  hand  on  the  back  of 
Mrs.  Forest's  chair  and  Landon's  face  cleared. 
"  Say,  Winifred,  she's  fine  and  she's  no  end 
interested  in  you  !  She  questioned  me  right 
down  to  the  ground  about  you  and  your 
being  in  college,  and  about  Alpha  Gamma " 

"  Did  she  ? '  interrupted  Winifred  eagerly. 
"  But  how  came  you  to  know  her  ?  Did  you 
meet  her  here  to-night  ? ' 

"  Why,  yes.  She  saw  my  frat  pin  and  that 
introduced  us.  She  said  her  husband  was  a 
Psi  Upsilon  in  Cornell - 

"  Landon    Stearns,"    interrupted    Winifred 
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energetically,  "you  haven't  an  idea  to  whom 
you  were  talking  !' 

Again  Lanclon  looked  nonplussed.  "  Why, 
she  says  her  name  is  Forest.  She's  a 
widow ' 

"  She's  Helen  Joyce  Forest,  the  writer,  and 
the  founder  of  Alpha  Gamma,  and  the  one 
I'm  always  quoting  and  trying  to  get  you 
to  read " 

"  Oh,  come  off ! "  murmured  Landon  weakly. 
"Why — I  never  thought- -well,"  defensively, 
"  I  don't  care  if  she  is  famous.  She's  as  nice 
as  she  can  be  ! ' 

"  Of  course — she's  lovely  ! '  affirmed  Wini- 
fred with  girlish  enthusiasm,  "  but  you  must 
not  tell  any  one  who  she  really  is."  And 
Mrs.  Brown's  newest  help  turned  happily 
toward  the  kitchen. 

"  I'll  wait  for  you  in  the  hall,"  explained 
Landon  hurriedly.  "  I've  hired  a  motor 
boat " 

Winifred  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  rest. 
But,  an  hour  later,  as  she  came  from  the 
dining-room  capless  and  apronless,  Landon 
was  standing  in  the  twilight  gloom  of  the 
hall,  and  with  him  was  the  white-robed  figure 
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of  Helen  Joyce  Forest.  Winifred  advanced 
shyly,  with  a  rapidly  beating  heart,  to  meet 
the  woman  on  whose  written  words  she  had 
so  often  hung  for  comfort  and  guidance. 

Mrs.  Forest  took  the  girl's  hand  in  both  her 
own  with  a  winning  smile.  "My  little  sister  and 
I  need  no  introduction,"  she  said,  and  straight- 
way all  of  Winifred's  shyness  disappeared. 

The  next  hour  she  passed  in  a  happy  daze, 
all  unconscious  of  a  certain  letter  locked  in 
Mrs.  Forest's  desk  which  had  introduced  her 
to  that  lady  days  before.  And  when,  later, 
Landon  took  them  both  out  in  his  rented 
motor  boat,  she  sat  in  the  bow  of  the  boat  at 
Mrs.  Forest's  feet  and  listened,  but  not 
as  she  had  imagined  she  would,  in  awed 
silence,  but  with  gay  replies  and  laughter, 
and  such  hearty  enjoyment  that  she  forgot  a 
certain  question  which  she  wished  to  ask 
Landon,  until  that  satisfied  young  man  drew 
a  long  breath  and  looked  about  exclaiming  : 

"  Whew  !  glad  I'm  not  in  Boston  !  ' 

Then  she  suddenly  came  out  of  her  trance 
with  a  start.  "  You've  not  told  me,  Landon, 
how  you  happened  to  come  to-night.  I  didn't 
expect  you  until  to-morrow  night." 
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Landon  fussed  with  the  ill-smelling  little 
engine  and  looked  embarrassed.  "  Well,  one 
reason  was  that  Miss  Acre  and  Miss  Dean  are 
in  town,  and  Miss  Acre  wrote  asking  me  to 
call  to-night/3 

"Well?1  Winifred  looked  up  inquir- 
ingly. 

"  Don't  you  see?'  laughing.  "  If  I  wasn't 
in  Boston  how  could  I  call.  ? ' 

"  There  are  other  evenings  coming." 

"  Yes,  but  Miss  Acre  said  in  her  note  that 
on  Monday  they  were  going  to  Vermont,  and 
she  didn't  say  whether  they  were  coming 
back  to  Boston  or  not.  I  hope  not  ! ' 

Neither  noticed  the  start  of  interest  which 
Mrs.  Forest  gave  at  the  mention  of  Letitia's 
name.  The  subject  was  changed  abruptly  by 
Landon,  who  turned  the  prow  of  the  boat 
homeward,  remarking  in  an  amused  tone,  "  I 
suppose  it's  up  to  me  to  get  Mrs.  Brown's 
1  help '  back  by  ten  o'clock." 

After  the  breakfast  work  was  finished  the 
following  morning  Winifred  and  Landon  sat 
on  the  beach  throwing  sand  at  each  other 
with  the  happy  abandon  of  two  children. 

"  I  say,  Winifred,"  exclaimed  Landon,  sud- 
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denly  pausing  and  looking  at  the  girl's  pink 
cheeks,  "  I  believe  you're  going  to  get  to  look- 
ing fine  here ! ; 

Winifred  turned  her  gaze  demurely  sea- 
ward and  repeated  slowly,  "  Going — to  look 
fine — thank  you.  I'm  glad  to  learn  by  in- 
ference just  how  I  look  now." 

"  Aw ! '  began  Landon  half  vexed  and 

half  amused.  Then  he  allowed  the  sand  to 
run  between  his  fingers.  "  Honestly,  Wini- 
fred," he  began  earnestly,  "  I  wish  that  I 
could  say  nice  things  such  as  other  fellows 
say." 

Winifred,  penitent,  met  his  clear,  straight- 
forward eyes  with  a  warm  impulsive,  "  But, 
Landon,  you  do  better  than  to  say  nice  things 
— you  think  them  ! ' 

Then  she  sprang  to  her  feet.  "  I'm  sure 
she  called — it's  Mrs.  Forest,  Landon.  She  is 
coming  to  join  us." 

Presently  Mrs.  Forest  was  seated  between 
the  two,  talking  and  listening,  delighted  with 
Landon's  healthy  genuineness,  all  the  while 
taking  covert  measure  of  the  dark  circles  be- 
neath Winifred's  eyes  and  the  cheeks  which 
ought  to  have  been  rounded.  Winifred  drew 
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shyly  nearer  with  the  sense,  sweet  and  rare  to 
her,  of  being  mothered. 

But  at  the  end  of  the  hour  she  tore  herself 
away  with  a  bright,  "  It's  time  to  work  now." 

Landon  frowned.  "  Oh,  come,  Winifred,  the 
hour  isn't  up.  It's  no  more  than  twenty  min- 
utes- But  she  only  laughed  and  started 
toward  the  boarding-house,  leaving  the  two 
sitting  together  in  the  sand  talking,  and  after 
dinner,  she  discovered,  through  Landon's  con- 
fession, that  she  had  been  the  topic  of  conver- 
sation. 

"  Mrs.  Forest  got  me  going,"  he  owned 
up,  "  and  I  told  her  about  your  leaving 
Huntingdon." 

"  Oh,  Landon ' 

"  I  couldn't  help  it,"  shaking  his  head, 
and  looked  sidewise ;  "  she  sort  of  led  me 
along  until  I  told  her  more  than  I  intended — 
about  Miss  Acre,  I  mean,  and  the  party  invita- 
tion and  all  that.  But  she's  so  tremendously 
interested  in  you,  Winifred,  that  I  couldn't 
help  it.  She  can  compel  you  to  tell  anything 
she  wishes  to  know  !  " 


u 
a 


CHAPTER  XIX 

ON  THE  SAND 

MRS.  FOREST  and  Winifred  sat  under  a  huge 
umbrella  in  the  sand  near  the  little  wharf 
watching  Cap'n  Brown's  motor  boat  making 
steady  progress  across  the  bay  from  Nascot's 
Beach. 

One  passenger/'  observed  Mrs.  Forest. 
Why — it's  Landon  !  '   Winifred  added  in  a 
tone  of  pleased  surprise.     "  He  has  come  again 
on  Friday.'1 

The  Cap'n's  boat  touched  the  wharf,  and 
Landon,  springing  out,  came  sprinting  toward 
them,  holding  a  letter  above  his  head. 

"  Who  bids  highest?'  he  called,  when 
within  shouting  distance.  "  The  Captain  re- 
leased it  from  his  mail-pouch  on  my  promise 
of  safe  delivery.  Who  bids  highest  ?  ' 

"I!"  cried  Winifred. 

Landon  reached  and  greeted  them,  putting 
the  letter  behind  him.  "  What  price  will  you 
pay  ?  " 

"  Where  is  it  from  ?  '   parried  Winifred. 
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Landon  examined  it.     "  Huntingdon/' 

"  The  Chancellor  ?" 

"  No.     Girl's  writing.     Name  your  price." 

"  Perhaps/'  suggested  Mrs.  Forest,  "  she  will 
read  it  aloud  if  it  is  entertaining." 

"  Oh,  yes/'  Winifred  promised  readily. 
Then—"  Oh,  it's  from  Louise  Wallace  !  What- 
ever is  she  doing  in  Huntingdon  ?" 

Landon  sank  down  on  the  sand  smiling  in 
pleasant  anticipation.  "  If  it's  from  Miss 
Wallace,  even  Mrs.  Forest  will  enjoy  it." 

Mrs.  Forest  smiled  and  nodded.  "  Miss 
Wallace  seems  like  a  personal  friend  already. 
I  have  been  hearing  about  her  this  week." 
Not  only  Louise,  but  a  great  many  other  topics 
connected  with  Winifred,  had  been  under  dis- 
cussion that  week. 

"  If  this  isn't  just  like  Louise  ! '  Winifred 
looked  at  the  opening  lines  of  the  letter  and 
chuckled. 

" '  Huntingdon,  some  time  in  July.  The 
secret  of  the  exact  date  lies  buried  with  my 
calendar  in  the  trunk.  To  the  chief  tray 
lifter  at  Harvey's  Point,  Greeting.  How  do 
you  look  ?  '  " 

"  Better/'  interrupted  Landon,  "  I  can  an- 
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swer  that."  He  lay  back  on  the  sand,  regard- 
ing Winifred  from  beneath  the  visor  of  his  cap 
pulled  over  his  face.  "  Much  better." 

Winifred  shook  a  finger  in  his  direction  and 
went  on  with  the  letter.  "  '  How  much  do 
you  weigh,  and  have  you  repented  of  going  to 
Vassar ' 

"  If  you  haven't  you  ought  to,"  Landon 
spoke  in  a  mutter  that  was  not  heeded. 

The  reader  lowered  her  head  slightly  and 
raised  her  voice  to  drown  the  interruption. 

"  '  As  for  me,  my  friend,  I  am  worn  to  tat- 
ters, with  the  ravelings  hanging.  I  feel  as 
though  I  had  been  taking  a  camel  ride  across 
the  Sahara  desert  and  had  brought  up  in 
Egypt  during  a  drought.  All  of  which,  being 
interpreted,  means  I  have  just  completed  a 
grand  tour  among  my  relatives  and  my  rela- 
tives' relatives.  I  have  not  omitted  one  jot 
nor  tittle  of  my  duty.  I  have  visited  my 
mother's  sister's  widower's  wife :  the  children 
of  my  father's  mother's  brother :  my  Aunt 
Patty's  first  husband's  niece,  and  an  adopted 
great  uncle's  daughter.  And  this  is  only  the 
preamble  to  the  list,  but  I  won't  inflict  more 
on  you.' 
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Landon  whistled.  "  Whew  !  How  can  girls 
stand  it  to  visit  so  much?  It  means  talking 
all  the  time." 

Winifred  glanced  down  the  page,  and 
laughed.  "  It  didn't  mean  that  for  Louise, 
evidently." 

"  '  All  my  devoted  relatives  said  that  I  came 
"  Just  in  the  nick  of  time  ! '  That  seemed  to 
be  a  favorite  way  of  greeting  me.  In  each  case 
the  "  nick '  was  different,  but  there  was  no 
mistaking  it,  just  the  same.  Unfortunately  I 
am  handy  with  babies,  and  Aunt  Patty's 
daughter  took  the  occasion  of  my  visit  to  do 
her  summer  sewing  while  I  trotted  the  twins. 
At  Aunt  Louise's  it  was  company ;  all  the 
other  relatives  came  at  the  same  time.  Well, 
I  was  the  youngest,  hence  to  me  fell  the  dish 
washing  and  the  table  waiting  and  the  errand 
running.  The  thermometer  registered  ninety 
in  the  shade.  Dear  Aunt  Louise  I  She  said 
she  never  had  any  one  come  so  exactly  in 
the  "  nick  of  time  "  as  I  did  ! 

"  '  Then  at  Grandma  Peters'  I  found  Cousin 
Julie  absent.  Now  Cousin  Julie  always  sleeps 
with  her  little  sister  Ada,  who  is  addicted  to 
the  nightmare,  two  a  night  regularly.  There- 


On  the  Sand  277 

fore  I  was  just  in  the  nick  of  time  to  sleep 
with  Ada  and  fight  the  nightmare.' 

Landon  rolled  over  on  the  sand  with  a  burst 
of  laughter.  Mrs.  Forest's  eyes  twinkled, 
while  Winifred  stopped  to  exclaim  in  amused 
admiration,  "Doesn't  that  sound  just  like 
Louise ! ' 

"  *  These  trials/  "  she  read,  turning  again  to 
the  letter,  "  '  I  have  endured  with  fortitude, 
having  Huntingdon  ahead  of  me.  But  alas  ! 
Now  that  I  am  here,  Winifred,  it's  Egypt 
in  the  time  of  drought !  Why,  the  Hill 
is  the  stillest,  lonesomest  place  you  ever 
saw ! 

"  '  And  talk  about  ghosts !  There  are  ghosts 
everywhere — the  ghosts  of  four  of  the  hap- 
piest years  a  girl  ever  lived,  and  as  I  look  at 
them  I  wonder  why  I  ever  let  a  shadow  dis- 
tress me  during  those  years.  I  wish  I  had 
enjoyed  each  minute  to  its  fullest — it  will 
never  come  again.  My  own  ghost  was  work- 
ing down  in  the  laboratory,  where  I  shall 
never  work  again.  And  there's  the  ghost  of 
a  fair-haired  Saxon  maiden  sitting  in  the  office, 
where  she  will  never  sit  again  — 

Winifred's  voice  suddenly  failed  her.     She 
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bent  her  head  down  over  the  sheet  she  could 
no  longer  see.  Landon  turned  his  back  de- 
liberately and  sat  hugging  his  knees  and  gaz- 
ing over  the  bay  sparkling  under  the  sun  and 
sending  its  rising  tide  in  little  waves  almost 
to  his  feet.  Mrs.  Forest  laid  a  firm,  gentle 
hand  over  Winifred's  caressingly. 

"  Now/'  the  latter  exclaimed  brightly,  "  she 
has  left  the  ghosts  !  I'm  not  fond  of  them 
myself." 

"  They're  not  for  mine  either  !  '  Landon's 
tone  was  gruff,  but  he  did  not  immediately 
show  his  face. 

Mrs.  Forest  sat  absently  picking  up  hand- 
fuls  of  sand  and  letting  it  run  through  her 
fingers,  her  eyes,  softly  gray,  fixed  dreamily 
on  vacancy,  her  thoughts  straying  with  the 
ghosts  of  the  past. 

"  '  Bah  ! '  Winifred  was  reading  again. 
"  *  Let  the  dead  ghosts  bury  their  dead  while 
we  get  back  to  relatives — and  Cousin  Anne 
Sweet !  What  do  you  think  ?  When  I  ar- 
rived at  the  old  brown  house  I  found  the 
shutters  up  and  the  door  locked.  Nothing 
could  have  astonished  me  more.  I  couldn't 
believe  it.  I  sat  down  a  while  on  the  door- 
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step  beside  my  suit  case  and  waited  for  her. 
She  came  not,  but  the  small  boy  from  across 
the  street — the  one  who  lisps — did  come.  He 
edged  up  and  told  me  that  Mith  Sweet  wath 
gone,  that  she  wath  started  for  Mathachu- 
thetts '" 

"  Here?  "  cried  Landon  and  Mrs.  Forest  to- 
gether. The  latter  left  her  ghosts  with  a  start 
of  pleased  interest  over  the  whereabouts  of 
Mrs.  Sweet. 

"'Now,'"  Winifred  continued  the  letter, 
"  '  does  that  mean  that  she  has  gone  to  Har- 
vey's Point  ?  Well,  I  took  the  small  boy  at 
his  word  and  departed  to  Cousin  Jim's.  You 
know  who  he  is — the  man  with  the  little 
book-shop  over  on  Eleventh  Street  clear  out 
of  the  world  in  the  wilderness.  You  remem- 
ber I  used  to  go  over  periodically  and  help 
him  with  his  accounts  and  correspondence. 
Well,  I'm  there  now — or  here,  rather.  He 
lives  with  his  wife  over  the  shop.  He  is  re- 
joiced to  see  me  because  his  accounts  need  my 
"massive  brain  and  eagle  eye  "  bent  on 'em 
once  more.  You  see,  again  I'm  just  in  the 
nick  of  time ! 

"  '  But  before  I  descend  to  the  shop  and  fall 
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on  the  accounts  I  must  tell  you  what  I  am  in 
Huntingdon  for.  You  are  aware  that  my 
modest  ambition  has  been  (as  is  the  modest 
ambition  of  the  majority  of  female  college 
graduates  ! )  to  earn  my  bread  and  cheese  by 
teaching  school,  beginning  as  high  as  possible 
on  the  salary  scale.  Now,  there  is,  as  you 
are  aware,  a  high  school  in  Huntingdon 
governed  by  a  school  board.  That  board  con- 
sists of  a  baker's  dozen  of  ancient  spectacled 
gentlemen — save*  one.  He  is  young,  and  he 
is  a  lawyer ' 

"  Grey  !  "  exclaimed  Landon. 

Winifred  nodded  and  read  on  :  "  ' and 

a  trustee  of  the  college,  as  well.  He  it  was 
who  persuaded  the  spectacled  dozen  that  I  am 
just  the  one  to  fill  the  position  left  vacant  by 
the  recent  marriage  of  the  teacher  of  Greek. 
Well,  I  have  appeared  before  the  board — and 
have  secured  the  position.  There  goes  the 
door-bell,  and  a  man's  voice 

"  '  Next  day.  Winifred,  I  have  made  a  dis- 
covery. I  am  sorry  I  made  it,  but — that 
doesn't  help  matters  any.  As  soon  as  I  had 
put  two  and  two  together  and  done  a  little 
guessing  I  flew  up-stairs  here  to  tell  you  all 
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about  it.     Then   I   fell   to  thinking.     Would 
you  like  to  know  it  or  not  ?  ' 

"Well,  isn't  that  irritating?"  interrupted 
Landon.  "  Why  doesn't  she  tell  you  and  be 
done  with  it?  Or  is  it  just  some  of  her  non- 
sense ? ' 

Winifred,  glancing  down  the  page,  gave  a 
smothered  exclamation  and  glanced  from 
Landon  to  Mrs.  Forest  hesitatingly.  On  the 
latter  her  eyes  lingered. 

"  I  think  I'll  not  read  the  rest  aloud,"  she 
said  in  a  low  tone. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  during 
which  she  bent  a  troubled  face  over  the  un- 
expected ending  of  the  merry  letter. 

"  I'll  wager  you,"  began  Landon  teasingly, 
"  that  it's  something  about  Grey.  And  she's 
made  you  promise  never,  never  to  tell — until 
it's  announced." 

"No." 

"  Well,'1  with  settled  conviction,  "  if  there's 
nothing  to  announce  now  there  will  be  some 
time  !  " 

At  that  moment  there  came  an  interruption 
from  the  wharf.  In  the  prow  of  a  wheezy  little 
motor  boat  stood  a  man  waving  something 
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above  his  head.  "  Ay  there  ! '  he  shouteda 
"  Man  by  name  of  Landon  Stearns  wanted." 

"  He's  here,"  yelled  Landon.  "  What's 
wanted  ?  " 

"  Come  down  here  and  you'll  find  out," 
was  the  testy  response,  and  Landon  started 
for  the  wharf. 

As  soon  as  his  back  was  turned,  Winifred 
laid  her  finger  on  the  last  paragraph  of 
Louise  Wallace's  letter.  "  I  should  like  to 
read  it  to  you,"  she  began  hastily,  "  before 
he  returns.  You  will  see  why." 

Her  finger  followed  the  lines  as  she  read. 
"  '  I'll  put  the  case  to  you  in  this  way.  If 
one  of  your  Alpha  Gamma  sisters  had  done 
something  very  queer  and  suspicious  and  un- 
derhanded and  something  that  might  lead  to 
no  end  of  trouble  if  it  got  out,  would  you  like 
to  know  it  or  wouldn't  you?  Until  you 
answer  this  question  I  shall  keep  my  dis- 
covery to  myself,  although,  truth  to  tell,  I  am 
simply  bursting  to  tell  you.  But  I  fear  that 
I  have  stumbled  on  something  quite  too  se- 
rious for  me  to  meddle  with.' 

Mrs.  Forest  and  Winifred  looked  at  each 
other  gravely. 


On  the  Sand  283 

"  What  can  it  be  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Forest. 

"  I  cannot  even  imagine.  And  you  see,  I 
am  not  to  know  unless  I  decide '  Wini- 
fred broke  off  suddenly.  "  You  can  see  that 
Louise  thinks  it's  something  I  might  not  care 
to  hear,  else  she  would  never  put  the  matter 
that  way.  And,"  Winifred  spoke  slowly,  her 
eyes  on  Landon,  who  was  approaching,  "  as  long 
as  I  am  not  going  back  again  and  so  couldn't 
help  to  set  anything  right  and  I  have  come  to 
love  the  girls  very  dearly,  do  you  think  I 
would  wish  to  learn  anything  against  any  of 
them?" 

But  before  Mrs.  Forest  could  reply  Wini- 
fred had  turned  on  her  suddenly  and  was 
clasping  her  arm.  "  But  you ! '  she  cried. 
"  You  are  going  back — you  will  be  in  Hunt- 
ingdon next  fall.  Louise  shall  tell  you,  and 
I  know  she'll  tell  no  one  else.  She  is  as 
loyal  as  the  day  is  long.  And  whatever  it  is 
you  can  make  it  right." 

The  perfect  confidence  in  the  girl's  tone 
made  Mrs.  Forest  smile  and  sigh.  She  patted 
the  hand  on  her  arm  affectionately. 

"  We  shall  see,  dear,  when  this  Miss  Wallace 


arrives.' 
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Landon  had  reached  them.  He  was  frown- 
ing and  flipping  a  telegram  impatiently.  "  I 
ought  to  have  known  better  than  to  tell 
Miss  Dean  where  I  was  going,"  he  burst 
out.  The  two  on  the  sand  looked  up  in- 
quiringly. 

"  I  didn't  tell  you,"  he  explained.  "  I  met 
her  this  morning  going  into  the  hotel.  She 
and  Miss  Acre  had  just  come  back  from  Ver- 
mont and  she  asked  me  to  call  to-night.  And 
I  told  her,"  here  Landon  flushed  slightly 
and  glanced  away,  "  that  I  was  going  down 
to  the  Harvey  Point  House  for  the  week 
end." 

He  dropped  the  telegram  in  Mrs.  Forest's 
lap,  ending  abruptly,  "  Isn't  that  a  queer 
thing  for  two  girls  to  do?  And  why,"  ad- 
dressing Winifred,  "  didn't  she  send  the  mes- 
sage to  you  ?  ' 

His  upper  lip  curled  disdainfully.  He 
thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  stood 
looking  down  at  Winifred,  quite  oblivious  of 
Mrs.  Forest's  presence,  but  that  lady,  so  far 
from  being  displeased,  looked  him  over  with 
a  satisfied  smile  as  she  passed  the  telegram 
over  to  the  girl,  who  read  it  aloud,  her  voice 
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sharpened  and  constrained,  and  her  face 
slightly  hardened. 

"  An  evening's  lark  at  Harvey's  Point  with 
Miss  D.,"  the  telegram  ran.  "  Can  you  meet 
five  o'clock  train  Nascot's  Beach  and  take  us 
over  ?  Powell  comes  later." 

"  I  say,"  Landon  broke  out,  "  why  didn't 
she  telegraph  you  ?  ' 

Winifred  did  not  raise  her  eyes.  "  She — 
they — do  not  know  I  am  here,  unless  you 
told  them — only  a  few  of  the  girls  know." 

"  They  don't ! '  cried  Landon  nonplussed. 
Then  he  went  on  slowly,  "  Well,  I  didn't 
write  or  say  a  word  about  you."  His  color 
mounted  higher.  "  I  simply  took  it  for 
granted  that  they  knew  you  were  here.  Well, 
if  they  don't  know  that,  I'm  sure  I  don't  see 
what  they're  up  to " 

Mrs.  Forest's  eyes  traveled  from  Landon's 
puzzled,  uncomprehending  expression  to  the 
red  spots  on  Winifred's  cheeks. 

"  It  looks  very  much  to  me,"  she  remarked 
quietly,  "  as  though  these  young  ladies  " — 
there  was  a  significant  emphasis  on  the  term 
— "  are  looking  to  you  for  their  '  lark  '  and  to 
this  Powell,  whoever  he  is." 
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The  blood  flew  to  Landon's  face.  "  Well, 
that  is  queer  !  '  he  exclaimed.  "  I've  never 
even  called  on  Miss  Acre,  and  as  for  Powell — 
he  is  a  freshman  whom  those  girls  wouldn't 
look  at  in  Huntingdon,  but  he's  in  Boston, 
and  I  suppose  they  happened  to  meet  him.': 

Winifred  sat  looking  down  at  the  telegram 
and  said  nothing.  Landon  glanced  from  her 
to  his  watch. 

"  Let's  see,"  he  meditated,  "  I'll  telegraph 
them  that  I'm  leaving  on  the  five  o'clock  boat 

— no,  I  don't  want  to  clear  out  that  way " 

He  appealed  to  Mrs.  Forest.  "  Help  me  out, 
won't  you?  Tell  me  how  to  head  'em  off. 
I'm  no  good  at  making  up  excuses." 

Mrs.  Forest  was  probing  in  the  sand  and 
smoothing  off  the  top  of  a  pile  she  heaped  up. 
For  a  moment  she  made  no  reply.  Presently, 
however,  a  curious  smile  touched  the  corners 
of  her  lips. 

"  No,"  she  returned  decisively,  "  I  shall  not 
help  }'ou  make  excuses  for  the  simple  reason 
that  you  have  aroused  my  curiosity  concern- 
ing Miss  Acre  and  Miss  Dean.  Please  be  a 
good  boy,"  with  a  winning  little  laugh,  "  and 
meet  the  five  o'clock  train  and  bring  the 
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young  ladies  over  here  to  dinner.  But/'  with 
a  light  laugh,  "  you  need  not  take  the  trouble 
to  mention  me  to  them  nor  to  introduce  them  ; 
only,  please  bring  them  to  Harvey's  Point." 


CHAPTER  XX 

JUST  A  LITTLE  LARK 

AT  four  o'clock  Landon  was  down  at  the 
wharf  getting  his  boat  ready  for  the  crossing 
to  Nascot's  Beach.  He  worked  slowly  and 
with  a  lack  of  energy.  Occasionally,  he 
pulled  his  cap  off  and  brushed  back  his  thick 
hair. 

At  last  he  stepped  into  the  boat  and  reluc- 
tantly turned  its  prow  across  the  bay. 

"  Bah  !  "  he  muttered  aloud,  "  if  this  little 
old  engine  gives  out  in  the  middle  of  the  bay, 
I  shall  not  feel  very  much  cast  down.  What 
possesses  'em,  to  bother  me  when  I  never  even 
looked  their  way  in  Huntingdon  ?  And  why 
should  Mrs.  Forest  want  to  see  them  ?  But 
then/'  with  an  air  of  resignation,  "  she  does, 
and  as  long  as  she  does,  she  shall.  She  has 
a  way  with  her  that  you  can't  get  around — 
and  don't  want  to,  what's  more  ! '  he  added, 
after  a  pause. 

The  woman  having  "  a  Avay  with  her  "  at 
that  moment  sat  at  her  desk  beside  a  front 
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window  on  the  second  floor  of  the  boarding- 
house,  writing  to  Chancellor  Haight.  She 
paused  as  a  soft  sea  breeze  billowed  her  cur- 
tain toward  her,  and  looked  out  at  Landon. 
A  tender  smile  touched  her  lips. 

"  If  my  baby  boy  had  lived,"  she  thought, 
"  I  should  have  wished  him  quite  like  that 
boyish,  manly,  clear-eyed  Landon  Stearns." 

Then  she  bent  over  her  paper. 

Many  were  the  talks  she  had  had  with  Wini- 
fred. The  girl  had  opened  the  secret  places  of 
her  heart  to  the  older  woman.  Freely  she  had 
talked  of  Alpha  Gamma  and  her  love  for  the 
girls.  The  only  coercion  that  had  been 
brought  to  bear  on  her  in  any  way,  it  was 
plain,  was  that  of  her  own  sensitive  nature 
and  acute  conscience. 

"  As  nearly  as  I  can  judge  the  matter,"  she 
wrote,  "  her  first  impetus  came  from  your  own 
anxiety  to  give  the  science  department  room 
for  expansion.  But  at  no  time  has  any  coer- 
cion come  from  inside  Alpha  Gamma.  Of 
course,  I  do  not  like  Miss  Acre's  attitude  in 
the  matter  of  the  publication  in  the  '  News,' 
but,  as  you  say,  there  is  no  ground  for  more 
than  a  suspicion." 
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This  part  of  her  letter  was  brief,  but  dealt  ten- 
derly with  Winifred.  At  greater  length  she 
dwelt  on  the  program  of  Founders'  Week  and 
her  part  in  it.  Then,  being  undecided  on  some 
points,  she  put  the  unfinished  letter  in  a  pig- 
eonhole of  the  desk  and  went  down  to  the 
beach. 

Below,  in  the  dining-room,  Mrs.  Brown  was 
confronting  one  of  her  "  help,"  but  not  in  re- 
proof. She  was  chuckling. 

"  Who  do  you  suppose  is  coming  on  the 
five  o'clock  train  ?  '  she  inquired.  "  Cap'n's 
gone  now  to  meet  her." 

"  You  don't  mean  Miss  Acre  and " 

"  Sister  Anne  ! '  cried  Mrs.  Brown  trium- 
phantly. "  Your  idea  worked.  I  wrote  her 
that  I  needed  her  in  the  linen  room,  and  she 
has  shut  up  her  house  and  is  coming ! ' 

"  Oh,  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  see  her  !  "  cried 
Winifred,  and  related  that  part  of  Louise's 
letter  which  dealt  with  the  brown  house  in 
Huntingdon. 

"  Well,"  ruminated  sister  Sarah,  "  I  don't 
believe  sister  Anne  has  had  her  blinds  closed 
for  thirty  years.  I  don't  wonder  that  Louisy 
was  surprised.  She's  coming,  too,  next  week, 
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you  know.  She's  to  have  the  balcony  room 
and  she  wants  you  to  stay  with  her."  The 
housewife  cast  a  sharp  glance  over  her  shoul- 
der. "  You  may,  if  you  don't  talk  so  late  at 
night  that  you  can't  get  up  betimes  in  the 
morning ! ' 

When  the  six  o'clock  dinner  bell  rang,  there 
appeared  in  the  dining-room  a  figure  very 
familiar  to  Winifred,  bent  but  agile,  thin  of 
face  and  wrinkled,  but  looking  out  on  the 
world  through  shrewd  old  eyes.  Mrs.  Forest 
accompanied  her,  and  conducted  her  defer- 
entially to  the  vacant  place  at  one  of  Wini- 
fred's tables. 

After  greeting  their  young  waitress  heartily, 
Mrs.  Sweet  sat  down  beside  Mrs.  Forest,  whom 
she  addressed  as  "  Helen,"  and  launched 
upon  a  description  of  her  journey  from 
Boston. 

"  Two  Huntingdon  girls  came  down  on  the 
same  train  with  me,"  she  began.  "  One  of 
them  was  Miss  Dean.  She  come  once  last 
spring  to  see  Winifred,  but  law !  She's  as 
different  from  her  as  night  is  from  day,  and 
I'm  glad  of  it !  The  other  she  called  *  Leti- 
tia/  and  I  guess  from  something  she  said 
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she's  the  daughter  of  the  Acre  that  the 
'  News  'told  about  in  the  spring." 

At  this  point,  Winifred,  who  was  listening, 
made  an  excursion  to  the  kitchen,  returning 
in  time  to  catch  only  the  last  of  a  remark 
which  Mrs.  Sweet  was  making  concerning 
Letitia  : — "  And  then  the  Acre  girl  tossed  her 
head  and  said  she  wasn't  afraid  of  Hunting- 
don— she  had  the  college  and  Chancellor 
Haight  twisted  around  her  little  finger,  on 
account  of  what  her  father  was  goin'  to  do." 

"  Evidently,"  thought  Mrs.  Forest,  "Miss 
Acre  is  not  acquainted  with  all  the  workings 
of  the  Chancellor's  mind  ! ' 

When  her  work  was  done  Winifred  stole  up 
the  back  stairs,  three  flights  up,  to  her  gable 
window  corner  and  looked  out,  her  elbows  on 
the  high  sill,  her  chin  in  her  palms. 

Landon  was  bringing  his  guests  across  the 
bay,  and,  to  judge  from  the  sounds,  their 
"  lark  "  seemed  already  to  have  gone  to  their 
heads.  Certain  it  was  that  Letitia's  shrewd 
sense  of  proportion  between  herself  and  her 
surroundings  had  been  blunted  by  this  aban- 
don to  merriment. 

The  red  afterglow  of  the  sunset,  reflecting 
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on  the  water,  threw  the  boat  into  bold  relief. 
The  four  were  singing,  and  Letitia,  a  conspic- 
uous figure  in  white,  stood  balancing  herself 
in  the  prow,  beating  time  with  both  hands 
in  imitation  of  a  famous  orchestra  leader  the 
girls  had  just  seen  in  Boston. 

When  the  boat  touched  the  wharf  she 
sprang  ashore  unaided,  waltzed  to  the  head  of 
the  landing,  where  she  stood  waiting  for  the 
others,  and  talking  for  the  benefit  of  the 
company  on  the  piazza. 

"  Oh  !  '  cried  Winifred  aloud,  "  she's  grace- 
ful— very  graceful — but  how  can  she  !  How 
can  she  !  ' 

"  Are  we  going  up  to  the  house  ? '  called 
young  Powell,  who  was  walking  with  Shirley. 

Letitia  stopped  short  and  surveyed  the  dim, 
and  now  silent,  piazza. 

"  What,  sit  up  there  and  fossilize  with  the 
rest  of  'em?'  she  returned.  "  That's  not 
what  I  came  for,  if  you  please  !  That's  what 
has  happened  to  this  man  Stearns,  as  I  have 
just  been  telling  him.  It's  our  duty  to  wake 
him  up.  Huntingdon  won't  know  him  when 
he  gets  back  to  college.'1 

"  Stearns,  what  ails  you  ?  '    shouted  Powell, 
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giving  him  a  resounding  thump  on  the  back. 
"  Wake  up  and  hear  the  birds  sing  !  Or  listen 
to  us,  rather.  We'll  do  you  more  good  than 
any  birds." 

Letitia  laughed  and  moved  on,  Landon, 
perforce,  moving  with  her.  She  whispered 
something  to  him.  He  nodded.  Then  she 
threw  over  her  shoulder  the  added  informa- 
tion : 

"  Mr.  Stearns  and  I  are  going  over  here 
and  sit  in  the  sand  until  the  moon  comes  up. 
Then  we're  going  out  in  a  rowboat  for 
a  while." 

"  They  must  have  had  dinner  over  at  Nas- 
cot's  Beach  ! '  thought  Winifred,  as  the  four 
disappeared  from  view — but  not  hearing. 

The  following  morning  from  all  sides 
came  comments  on  Letitia's  harmless  little 
lark  ! 

"  My  husband  and  I  have  been  looking 
over  colleges  all  the  year  with  a  view  to  se- 
lecting one  for  our  daughter,"  one  lady  began, 
"  and  we  have  thought  very  favorably  of 
Huntingdon — now  I  shall  insist  on  sending 
her  elsewhere." 

Mrs.  Forest,  sitting   at  the  speaker's  right, 
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listened  attentively  but  wordlessly.  At  this 
point  a  boarder  at  the  other  table  engaged 
Winifred's  attention.  "  The  handsome  one 
said  that  her  father  was  going  to  meet  them 
at  Naseot's  Beach  at  eleven  o'clock.  Didn't 
you  hear  her  say  that  ?  ' 

"  If  she  said  it,"  retorted  another  signifi- 
cantly, "  I  don't  understand  how  I  missed 
hearing  it." 

A  man  at  the  end  of  the  table  chuckled. 
"  Well,  if  you  thought  those  girls  were  loud 
here  you  ought  to  have  heard  them  at  Nas- 
cot's Beach.  I  took  dinner  there  last  night, 
and  the  four  occupied  a  table  clear  across  the 
dining-room,  but  it  might  just  as  well  have 
been  the  next  one.  That  young  man,"  nod- 
ding toward  Landon,  "  was  the  quietest  one 
among  'em,  by  all  odds." 

Winifred  filled  the  glasses  at  the  other  table 
just  as  the  first  speaker  there  was  saying, 
"  Yes,  I  am  aware  that  it  is  scarcely  fair  to 
judge  a  college  by  two  representatives  under 
ordinary  circumstances.  But  did  you  notice 
they  belong  to  the  Alpha  Gamma  sorority  ? 
They  are  Alpha  Gammas,  and  I  chance  to  know 
that  that  sorority  is  the  most  conservative  in 
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the  college,  and  is  supposed  to  be  extremely 
careful  as  to  the  girls  it  initiates.  Why,  its 
alumnae  are  among  the  most  influential  social 
leaders  in  Huntingdon.  No — I  made  up  my 
mind  last  night  that  I  could  not  trust  my 
daughter  there." 

Winifred  glanced  entreatingly  at  Mrs.  For- 
est, but  the  latter  merely  smiled  back  and 
shook  her  head.  The  founder  of  Alpha 
Gamma  was  listening. 

After  breakfast,  Landon,  who  had  eaten  in 
solitary  gloom  at  the  table  furthest  from  Win- 
ifred, lingered  in  the  dining-room  until  he 
could  speak  to  her. 

"  Did  you  see  the  girls  at  all  last  night  ? ' 

"  Yes,  just  a  glimpse  as  you  were  coming 
from  the  landing.'1 

"  See  here,  Winifred,"  Landon  burst  out 
abruptly,  "  I  don't  believe  the  Alpha  Gammas 
really  know  Miss  Acre  !  ' 

Winifred  turned  away  abruptly.  "  I  don't 
know,  Landon,  it's — it's  difficult  for  me  to 
judge,"  and  with  the  last  word  she  was  gone. 

Out  on  the  beach  he  walked  moodily  in  the 
direction  of  a  large,  black  sunshade.  When 
the  shade  was  lifted  and  a  hand  beckoned 
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him,  he  started  toward  it  quickly,  his  face 
brightening. 

"  Please  sit  down  here/'  Mrs.  Forest  com- 
manded with  sweet  gravity.  "  I  wish  to  apol- 
ogize to  you." 

"  Apologize  ! '  cried  Landon  astonished. 
"Tome?" 

Mrs.  Forest  nodded.  "  To  you,  yes.  Had 
I  not  insisted  on  it  you  would  not  have  had 
those — guests — last  evening,  and  laid  yourself 
open  to  criticism  on  their  account.'1  Landon 
turned  suddenly  and  looked  squarely  into 
Mrs.  Forest's  eyes.  His  boyish  manner 
dropped  from  him,  as  it  had  a  way  of  doing 
when  he  was  deeply  in  earnest. 

"I  can  stand  the  criticism  all  right- -but, 
pardon  me,  Mrs.  Forest,  can  you  stand  Miss 
Acre  in  Alpha  Gamma  ?  ' 

She  sat  a  moment,  her  usually  smooth 
brows  contracted  and  her  eyes  troubled.  "  I 
am  thinking  many  things,"  she  replied,  "  but 
I'll  say  only  one — I  do  not  like  to  think  of 
Miss  Acre  in  Winifred's  place.'1 

"  Nor  I  either  ! '  Landon  burst  out  frankly. 
"  When  she  first  wrote  me  she  was  going  to 
Vassar,  it  knocked  me  silly  !  She  wouldn't 
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tell  me  just  why  she  was  going,  but  I've 
guessed  nearly  enough.  Of  course  it's  an  aw- 
fully fine  thing  for  her  to  do,  but  Huntingdon 
will  seem  about  as  empty  as  a  drum  ! ' 

Mrs.  Forest  laughed.  Then  suddenly  her 
face  became  grave  and  the  light  of  a  welcome 
idea  flashed  into  her  eyes.  She  surveyed 
Landon  with  a  quizzical  glance :  "  I  have 
had  one  idea  in  connection  with  this  subject 
for  several  hours.  Now  another  idea  has 
joined  the  first.  I  think  that  before  many 
weeks  we  shall  discuss  the  matter  again." 

That  evening  she  opened  her  uncompleted 
letter  to  Chancellor  Haight  and  added  a  few 
energetic  paragraphs,  the  subject  of  which 
was  Letitia  Acre.  "  Her  behavior  here  has 
put  another  face  on  this  entire  matter,"  she 
ended.  "  Such  a  girl  could  do  much  toward 
lowering  the  standard  of  Alpha  Gamma,  and 
I  warn  you,  as  the  affair  concerns  the  science 
building,  that  I  shall  leave  no  stone  unturned 
to  prevent  her  initiation.  I  know  you  agree 
with  me  that  the  building  of  character  is  of 
more  importance  than  any  building  of  brick 
and  mortar " 

Monday  morning  Landon  went  back  to  Bos- 
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ton  after  cheerfully  promising  himself  that  he 
would  spend  his  Sundays  all  summer  at  Har- 
vey's Point.  But  before  he  next  saw  Mrs. 
Brown's  boarding-house  his  Boston  career  had 
undergone  a  change  which  stripped  his  face  of 
its  care-free  expression  and  kept  him  in  the 
city  until  the  last  train  out  Saturday  night. 

When  he  did  not  appear  at  dinner  Fri- 
day night,  Winifred  was  secretly  disappointed, 
and  when  Saturday  evening  found  him  still 
missing,  her  suspicions  fastened  to  Letitia  and 
Shirley.  "  They  must  have  invited  him  to  go 
somewhere  with  them,"  she  concluded. 

But  on  Sunday  morning  as  she  emerged 
from  the  kitchen  with  a  full  tray  she  saw  a 
chair  occupied  which  had  been  empty  the 
evening  before,  and  its  occupant's  face  indi- 
cated that  he  had  perplexities  to  relate  to  some 
one. 

"  I'm  up  against  it! '  Landon  informed  her 
briefly.  "  Everything  is  going  wrong  in  the 
office.  I'll  wait  for  you." 

An  hour  later  they  sought  Mrs.  Forest  down 
on  the  beach,  with  never  a  doubt  that  the  sub- 
ject of  Landon's  business  trials  would  be  of 
vital  interest  to  her.  And,  judging  from  the 
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pleasure  which  lighted  her  face  at  their  ap- 
proach, their  trust  was  not  misplaced. 

"  I  couldn't  get  away  last  night  until  the 
last  train  out,"  Landon  began,  "  because  I've 
been  at  the  office  alone  now  for  three  days. 
I  don't  understand  it.  Father  suddenly  sent 
Phillips — that's  the  man  I'm  working  under — 
to  Chicago,  and  he  hasn't  sent  any  one  to  take 
his  place.  There  are  three  important  con- 
tracts to  be  secured  right  now.  Stearns  Bros, 
can't  afford  to  lose  'em,  and  I  am  unable  to 
get  a  word  from  father." 

"  Have  you  telephoned  him  ?  '  asked  Mrs. 
Forest. 

"  No,  telegraphed.  But  he  and  mother  are 
at  Hunter's  Lodge,  in  North  Woods.  It's  a 
new  lodge,  and  no  wires  are  up  yet.  A  man 
has  to  ride  ten  miles  with  a  telegraph  mes- 
sage. I've  telephoned  my  uncles,  and  they 
tell  me  the  Boston  office  is  entirely  under 
father's  control  ;  and  so  there  I  am — hung  up  ! 
But  I  can  tell  you,"  laughing,  "I've  kept 
some  one  pretty  busy  riding  to  Hunter's 
Lodge  with  despatches.  I  began  the  first  day 
that  Phillips  was  out  of  the  office,  asking 
father  to  send  on  a  competent  middleman,  and 
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I've  wired  every  day  since.  It's  the  queerest 
thing,"  Landon  ended  ruefully,  "  I  can't  get  a 
reply,  and  it's  very  important  that  we  have  a 
good  man  to  go  for  those  contracts.  All  I  can 
do  " — here  the  lines  of  good  nature  around 
his  mouth  hardened  into  lines  of  purpose — 
"  is  to  tell  the  firms  what  we  have  to  sell,  and 
then  hang  on.  I'm  no  good  when  it  comes  to 
persuasion." 


CHAPTER  XXI 

"  NOW  I  SHALL  KNOW  ' 

MRS.  SWEET  sat  with  her  sister  Sarah  in  the 
linen  room  sewing  and  talking.  Louise  had 
arrived  the  previous  day  for  a  short  visit,  and 
was  occupying  the  balcony  room  with  Wini- 
fred. 

"  She's  changed  so  !  "  argued  Mrs.  Brown. 

Mrs.  Sweet  shook  her  head.  "  Ain't 
changed  a  mite  since  I  see  her  first.  I  al- 
ways want  to  box  her  ears  with  one  hand  and 
squeeze  her  with  the  other.  No  goin'  to  sleep 
when  she's  around." 

Mrs.  Brown  folded  up  a  table-cloth  she  had 
been  hemming.  "  I  tell  you,  Anne  Sweet, 
that  she's  changed.  She's  changed  on  the  out- 
side, if  she  ain't  within.  She's  a  better  step- 
per than  she  was  a  year  ago.'1 

"  Oh ! '  Mrs.  Sweet's  tone  was  an  admission. 
"  If  that's  what  you  mean,  I've  noticed  myself 
that  her  pocket  holes  don't  gap  as  they  used 
to.77 

302 


«  Now  I  Shall  Know  "        303 

"  She  generally  stays  together  now,"  af- 
firmed Mrs.  Brown,  sorting  napkins  with  fin- 
gers as  quick  as  her  tongue.  "  Last  time  I  saw 
her  there  was  always  a  crooked  safety-pin 
hanging  onto  a  band,  or  her  belt  was  un- 
hooked in  front  and  dangling,  or  her  waist 
pulled  out  from  under  the  skirt — always 
something  out  of  order.  Now  she  looks  as 
neat  as  a  new  pin/' 

Mrs.  Sweet  considered.  "  I've  kept  right  at 
her  all  the  four  years  she  was  with  me,  but 
law  !  it  didn't  do  a  mite  of  good.  But  this 
spring  I  see  a  change.  Don't  know  but  what 
Winifred  got  her  headed  right,  finally." 

"Got  which  headed  where?7  asked  a  gay 
voice  at  the  half  opened  door,  and  Louise 
Wallace  herself  appeared.  She  entered  with 
the  refreshing  force  of  a  sea  breeze,  sitting 
down  on  the  cracked  arm  of  an  old  chair,  bal- 
ancing herself  precariously  and  enjoying  the 
exercise. 

"  This  room,"  she  went  on  without  await- 
ing a  reply  to  her  question,  "  is  a  cemetery  for 
worn-out  furniture  as  well  as  worn-out  linen, 
isn't  it?" 

Both  sisters  laughed,  Mrs.  Brown  adding, 
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"  I  like  everything  around  me  to  have  a  place 
and  be  in  it,  whether  it's  worn-out  furniture  or 
sitters  down/'  pointedly.  "  When  I  set  I  set 
in  a  chair,  not  on  the  off  edge  of  its  arm." 

Louise  sighed,  but  slid  from  the  arm  to  the 
uncomfortable  broken  seat  of  the  chair. 

"  Oh,  Cousin  Sarah,  do  let  me  act  like  my- 
self now  !  In  five  weeks  I  shall  act  just  as  you 
would  have  me." 

"  In  five  weeks  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  shall  then  be  an  ensample  unto  the 
young,  and  it  will  do  your  heart  good  to 
see  me.  I  shall  move  about  the  schoolroom 
stiff  as  a  poker  with  eyes  all  over  the  back  of 
my  head." 

"  I'll  risk  you ! '  sniffed  Cousin  Sarah. 
"You  couldn't  act  stiff  to  save  you." 

"  I  don't  think  you  ever  saw  me,"  Louise 
spoke  thoughtfully,  "  when  I'm  offended  and 
hurt  over  some  little  trifling  thing  that  most 
people  wouldn't  notice.  Then,  I  assure  you, 
I'm  apt  to  stand  on  my  dignity  so  hard  that 
it  cracks.  Ask  Winifred.  She  has  seen  me. 
But,  by  the  way,"  with  a  return  to  brightness, 
"  whom  were  you  discussing  when  I  came 
in  ?  " 
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The  sisters  glanced  at  each  other. 

"  Winifred  among  others,"  was  Mrs.  Brown's 
prudent  reply. 

"  Me  being  the  '  others  '  !  All  right,"  re- 
signedly, "  I  am  accustomed  to  being  the  topic 
of  conversation  among  my  relatives,  and  the 
knowledge  has  removed  me  far  from  the  dan- 
ger of  a  swelled  head.  But  Winifred  now  " — 
Louise  sat  up  and  dropped  her  humorous 
drawl,  her  eyes  opening  animatedly — "  Cousin 
Sarah,  I  must  say  you  have  fed  her  well." 

"  I  always  calculate  my  help  will  have 
enough  to  eat,"  Mrs.  Brown  conceded  unen- 
thusiastically, but  Mrs.  Sweet's  face  fell  into 
pleasant  wrinkles. 

"  It  done  my  heart  good  to  see  her  when  I 
came,"  she  exclaimed.  "  She's  perked  up  a 
lot.  In  the  spring,  there,  for  a  spell,  she 
looked  pretty  spindling." 

"  She  was  probably  in  love."  Mrs.  Brown 
nodded  with  the  air  of  one  who  knows  that 
she  knows. 

Louise  laughed.  "No,  she  wasn't,  Cousin 
Sarah,  although,  as  I  have  since  learned,  she 
was  worried  over  something." 

There  was  a  quick  step  in  the  hall,  a  light 
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tap  on  the  door,  and  Winifred  stood  before 
them.  With  one  accord  all  three  turned  and 
looked  at  her.  She  made  a  pleasing  picture 
framed  in  the  doorway.  Her  shirt-waist  was 
crisp  and  white,  although  plainly  made.  The 
broad  ribbon  bow  beneath  her  chin  had  an  air 
of  distinction  all  its  own,  or  its  owner's  rather, 
for  Winifred's  fingers  were  skilful  in  their 
toilet  manipulations.  A  broad-brimmed  sailor 
hat  was  set  well  back  on  the  fair  hair,  and  the 
brown  skirt  somehow  looked  better  than  in 
Huntingdon. 

All  ready  to  go  rowing? "  she  asked. 
I  am  all  ready  to  be  rowed,"  Louise  re- 
turned leisurely.     "  Yes.     But  sit  down  a  mo- 
ment, please.     Before  making  a  move  I  like 
to  bring  my  mind  to  it  by  a  gradual  process." 

Winifred  had  dropped  down  on  the  end  of 
an  old  settee  which  had,  according  to  Mrs. 
Brown,  seen  its  best  parlor  days.  She  was 
looking  Louise  over  with  interest,  paying  no 
attention  to  her  nonsense. 

"  That's  a  new  gown,  isn't  it,  Louise?"  she 
asked  abruptly.  "  I  never  saw  it  before.  I 
like  the  dots  sown  thick  like  that." 

Mrs.  Sweet  looked  over  her  glasses  at  the 
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dotted  mull  in  question,  then  reached  out  a 
thumb  and  forefinger  to  investigate  the 
quality. 

"  Slimpsy  ! '  was  her  verdict.  "  Thin  and 
slimpsy.  That's  the  way  dotted  muslin  is 
made  nowadays.  Do  you  recollect,  Sarah, 
the  dresses  we  had  when  you  was  married  ? ' 

"  I  certainly  do,"  crisply.  "  Mine  lasted 
going  on  ten  years." 

"  Goodness  gracious  ! '  ejaculated  Louise. 
"  I  am  glad  that  nowadays  doesn't  produce 
goods  which  last  like  that ! ' 

"  It's  new,  isn't  it  ?  '  persisted  Winifred. 

"  My  dear,  it's  not  only  new,  but  it's  about 
the  only  decent  dress  I  have  to  my  name  ! ' 

"  But    your  pretty  commencement  clothes 


"  Winifred  !  Pretty  commencement  clothes  ! 
Recollect  I  have  been  making  a  tour  of  the 
relatives.  My  commencement  dress — the 
gown — is  in  Huntingdon  laid  up  for  repairs. 
It  looks  like  a  piece  of  bunting  which  has 
decorated  the  exterior  of  the  town  hall  during 
a  Fourth  of  July  thunder-storm  ! ' 

Winifred  laughed.  "  But  there's  the  pink 
dress." 
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"  Huh  !  I  have  its  mangled  remains  with 
me.  Aunt  Patty  used  the  waist  as  a  pattern 
for  a  thin  white,  and  in  cutting  the  thin 
white  she  cut  the  waist — slit  it  clear  across 
the  front.  She  was  awfully  sorry,  but  that 
didn't  restore  the  waist." 

"  Surely,  you  have  your  lace  waist ! ' 

"  That  the  twins  riddled,"  replied  Louise 
pramptly.  "  The  meshes  made  excellent 
hangers  for  their  twenty  small  fingers.  It  is 
practically  finished,  and  I  am  reduced  to  the 
'  simple  muslin  '  that  all  girl  graduates  are 
supposed  to  wear." 

Mrs.  Sweet  smiled  unsympathetically.  "  I 
have  some  old  time  lace  stored  away,"  she 
said,  "  that  I'm  savin'  up  to  give  you  on  your 
wedding  day,  Louisy." 

She  glanced  up  from  the  sheet  she  was 
darning  in  time  to  see  a  rich  flush  mount 
swiftly  to  Louise's  cheeks.  She  coughed,  re- 
moved her  glasses,  wiped  them,  set  them  back 
on  her  nose,  and  looked  through  them  again 
at  the  blush. 

"  It  will  have  time  to  get  well  yellowed," 
Louise  declared  hastily.  "  I  think,  Cousin 
Anne,  you'd  better  give  it  to  me  now." 
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But  Cousin  Anne,  still  regarding  the  blush, 
asked  abruptly,  "  How's  that  Mr.  Grey  ?  " 

Winifred  laughed  mischievously  and  softly 
applauded.  She  had  been  made  acquainted 
with  certain  interesting  facts  as  yet  unknown 
to  Cousin  Anne. 

The  flush  overspread  Louise's  temples,  but  her 
retort  was  quick  :  "  He  was  able  to  get  down- 
town to  his  office  with  the  aid  of  his  auto  yester- 
day, and  I  don't  think  he  is  any  worse  to-day  1 ' 

"  Are  you  going  to  teach  this  year,  or  ain't 
you  ?  '  demanded  Cousin  Anne. 

"  I  am.  The  contract  is  signed  sealed  and 
delivered/' 

"Next  year?" 

Louise  laughed.  "  Why,  Cousin  Anne,  you're 
a  closer  cross-examiner  than  a  dozen  lawyers. 
Who  can  look  so  far  ahead  as  next  year  ?  ' 

Mrs.  Sweet's  face  relaxed.  Over  her  glasses 
she  looked  at  Mrs.  Brown,  who  returned  the 
glance  with  a  knowing  smile.  "  I  guess/' 
Mrs.  Sweet  bent  over  her  sheet  again  with 
a  satisfied  chuckle,  "  that  that  lace  shawl 
won't  get  very  much  yellower  than  it  is ! 
One  year  don't  have  much  effect  on  old  lace." 

Louise,  her  face  yet  glowing,  arose  hastily, 
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changing  the  subject.  "  That  boat  ride,  Win- 
ifred !  Let's  go  out  before  it's  time  for  you  to 
come  in  and  go  to  work." 

Side  by  side  they  pushed  the  little  boat  out 
into  the  quiet  bay  and  rowed  away  from  the 
shore,  and,  for  a  while,  neither  spoke.  Pres- 
ently Louise's  oar  lagged,  trailed  through 
the  water,  turned  the  boat  about,  and  then 
stopped  altogether. 

"  Don't  you  like  to  drift,  Winifred  ?  " 

Winifred  smiled,  drawing  in  her  oar.  "  Yes, 
but  I  forget  to." 

Louise  looked  dreamily  back  at  the  sand 
turning  to  gold  beneath  the  rays  of  a  dull 
yellow  sun.  Then  she  turned  affectionate 
eyes  on  the  other. 

"  Yes — I  think  you  always  forget  to  drift — 
you  decide  things  and  act  on  your  decision. 
Winifred  " — abruptly — "  Mr.  Grey  told  me  the 
real  reason  why  you  are  leaving  Huntingdon. 
The  Chancellor  told  him.  Oh,  don't  look  like 
that.  I'm  not  going  to  spread  the  news.  But  I 
tell  you  what !  If  I  had  done  a  thing  like  that 
I'd  go  about  like  a  sandwich  man  with  the  deed 
in  letters  a  foot  high  all  over  the  boards." 

"  No  you  wouldn't,"  energetically,  "  unless 
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you  wanted  to  be  a  prig,  and  there  isn't  a  bit 
of  priggishness  in  you,  Louise  Wallace  !  I  had 
to,  that's  all.  If  I  had  wanted  to,  then  I 
might  boast  about  it,  but  I  didn't.  I  just  felt 
that  I  must ;  and  when  that  feeling  gets  hold 
of  you  you  are  obliged  to  give  up  or  else  feel 
guilty,  and  I  can't  bear  to  feel  guilty.'3 

"  What  a  masterful  piece  of  reasoning," 
quoted  Louise  teasingly.  "  Therefore,  in  or- 
der not  to  feel  guilty,  you  concluded  to  give 
up  your  place  to  Letitia  Acre.  Therefore,  you 
are  a  young  lady  to  be  shunned.'1 

She  threw  an  arm  suddenly  about  Winifred 
and  hugged  her.  "  And  judging  from  all  I 
hear,"  she  continued,  picking  up  her  oar 
again,  "  everybody  here  is  doing  his  and  her 
best  to  shun  you — Mrs.  Forest,  and  Cousins 
Anne  and  Sarah,  and  a  certain  portion  of  the 
temporary  population  of  Boston,  and 

Winifred  laughed,  whirling  the  boat  around. 
"  It's  time  for  Mrs.  Brown's  help  to  be  in  the 
dining-room.  All  hands  to  the  oars — one, 
two,  three — '  Let  'er  go  ! ' 

That  afternoon  Cap'n  Brown's  mail-pouch 
contained  a  thin  letter  from  Isobel. 

She   was   regretting  that  she  had  planned 
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her  visits  so  that  they  took  her  west  rather 
than  east.  "  I  should  so  like  to  meet  Helen 
Joyce  Forest  myself,"  she  wrote,  "  and  if  I 
could  afford  it  I'd  come  on  to  Harvey's  Point 
a  few  days,  but  that  is  out  of  the  question.  I 
have  spent  now  nearly  all  that  I  had  saved 
for  the  summer,  and  must  try  to  lessen  my 
expenses.  But  to  think  you  have  fallen 
right  at  her  feet  literally  and  figuratively. 
Why,  Winifred  Lowe,  you  are  the  luckiest 
girl  I  ever  heard  of !  Do  you  realize  it  ? 
You  always  have  been  lucky.  You  are  al- 
ways getting  exactly  what  you  want ! ' 

Winifred  half  sighed,  looking  down  at  the 
old  brown  skirt.  Then  she  smiled  as  she 
glanced  out  at  Mrs.  Forest  pacing  the  piazza 
outside.  "  Yes,  I  am  very  fortunate,"  she  de- 
cided, "  only — sometimes  it's  a  little  difficult 
to  realize  it ! ' 

An  hour  later  she  climbed  the  stairs  and 
went  down  the  hall  toward  the  balcony  room. 
Louise  met  her,  impatient  to  get  out  for  a 
better  view  of  the  brilliant  sunset.  "  I  want 
to  go  away  back  by  Hanging  Rocks,"  she  ex- 
claimed, "  and  we  will  be  obliged  to  hurry  if 
we  get  there  before  the  sun  sinks." 
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Winifred  stopped  hesitatingly  and  caught 
Louise's  arm.  "  I'll  wait  for  you  down  at  the 
wharf,  Louise,  but  now,  that  is — in  a  few  min- 
utes— at  seven-thirty,  Mrs.  Forest  would  like 
to  see  you  in  her  room.'; 

Louise  turned  an  astonished  face  toward 
the  other.  *'  Me  !  Wants  to  see  me  !  What 
for?" 

Winifred  looked  up  anxiously.  "  Please, 
Louise,  don't  scold  me.  But  the  letter  you 
wrote  from  Huntingdon  - 

"  Oh,  Winifred  !     You  didn't  tell  her " 

"  Yes,  I  did." 

"  About  that  Alpha  Gamma ' 

"  I  read  her  every  word,  Louise,  because  I 
thought  she  had  a  right  to  know." 

There  was  a  look  of  genuine  alarm  on 
Louise's  face,  as  she  interrupted.  "  But  see 
here,  my  dear,  it's  a  serious  matter.  If  it  con- 
cerned one  of  our  Kappa  Alpha  Theta  girls  it 
would  be  different,  but  for  me  to  find  out 
such  a  thing  about  a  member  of  another 
sorority Why,  Winifred,  it's  simply  hor- 
rid ! " 

They  stood  in  front  of  Mrs.  Forest's  door. 
Winifred  lowered  her  voice.  "  But,  Louise, 
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she  will  take  care  not  to  mix  you  up  in  any- 
thing, I  know  she  will !  Whatever  you  tell 
her  she  will  keep " 

"  Perhaps,"  whispered  Louise  with  a  grim 
smile,  "  it  can't  be  kept — she  may  consider  it 
that  way  at  least." 

"  Oh,  is  it  anything  as  bad  as  that  ? ' 

Louise  poked  the  matting  with  her  toe. 
"  Well,  I've  been  questioning  Mr.  Grey  a 
little  without  letting  him  know  my  discovery 
and — it's  pretty  serious." 

Winifred  gave  an  exclamation.  Her  eyes 
widened  and  darkened.  "  Mr.  Grey  ! '  she 
echoed.  "  Louise  Wallace,  does  it  concern  the 
Acre  matter  ?  " 

Louise  nodded.  Winifred  seized  her  arm 
and  shook  it  excitedly.  "  Then,  of  course,  I 
wish  to  hear " 

Mrs.  Forest's  door  opened  and  her  low 
soft  voice  interrupted  the  whispered  conversa- 
tion. "  You  are  prompt,  girls.  Indeed," 
glancing  at  her  watch,  "  five  minutes  ahead 
of  time.  It  was  very  good  of  you  to  come, 
Miss  Wallace.  Will  you  walk  in  ?  ' 

A  moment  later,  Winifred  was  looking  at 
the  closed  door.  She  turned  and  made  her 
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way  slowly  down  to  the  wharf.  Here  she  sat 
and  impatiently  waited.  "  Of  course,  any- 
thing connected  with  the  Acre  affair  I  must 
know,"  she  thought,  "  whether  I  am  going 
away  or  not.  If  only  she  had  mentioned 
what  it  concerned  I  should  have  asked  her  to 
tell  me  before." 

With  her  eyes  on  the  house  door,  she  fell  to 
wondering  how  Louise  had  stumbled  on  her 
discovery  and  what  it  was  and  who  were  in- 
volved. And  when,  at  last,  Louise  appeared 
on  the  piazza,  she  hurried  to  meet  her  ex- 
claiming aloud  : 

"  Now  I  shall  know  all  about  it." 

But  Louise  shook  her  head  emphatically. 
"  Mrs.  Forest  does  not  wish  me  to  tell  you  at 
all,  Winifred.  Now,"  teasingly,  "  see  what 
you  get  by  delays.  Didn't  you  learn  from 
the  copy-books  of  your  childhood  that l  delays 
are  dangerous  '  ?  ' 

"  If  Mrs.  Forest  says  I  am  not  to  know  then 
I  must  not  insist,"  Winifred  sighed,  "  but, 
Louise,  I  should  awfully  like  to  know  just  the 
same ! ' 

"  Daughter  of  Eve  !  "  laughed  Louise. 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

MRS.    FOREST  PLANS 

IT  was  Saturday  night.  The  dinner  work 
was  finished,  and  the  waitresses,  all  except 
Winifred,  were  in  the  big  kitchen  dancing  to 
the  music  of  a  mouth-organ  played  by  the 
pastry  cook. 

On  the  piazza,  in  easy  rockers,  sat  the  older 
ladies,  swathed  in  scarfs  and  shawls,  gossiping 
and  watching  the  afterglow  which  stretched 
in  a  long  crimson  path  across  the  bay.  The 
younger  boarders,  sweater-clad  and  hatless, 
braved  the  crisp  evening  breeze  down  on  the 
beach  and  the  bay.  Back  and  forth  across  the 
shaking  ruddy  trail  of  light  their  tiny  boats 
skimmed  the  water,  the  "  chugs  "  of  gasoline 
engines  and  the  dip  of  oars  mingling  with  the 
lazy  "  spat '  of  the  rising  tide  on  the  sloping 
beach. 

All  these  sounds,  softened  by  distance, 
reached  Mrs.  Forest  and  Winifred  sitting  in 
the  hall,  in  front  of  the  fireplace.  It  was  the 
spot  which  Mrs.  Forest  liked  best  when  the 
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evenings  were  cool  enough  to  furnish  an 
excuse  for  lighting  the  fire.  There  she  would 
sit  for  hours  with  Winifred  beside  her, 
both  silent,  watching  the  green  and  yellow 
lights  which  played  over  the  blazing  drift- 
wood. 

That  night,  however,  she  did  not  lose  her- 
self in  dreams,  but,  when  Winifred  joined  her, 
she  covered  the  girl's  hand,  which  lay  on  the 
arm  of  her  chair,  asking  cheerily  : 

"  Are  you  not  sorry  that  the  week  has 
passed  and  taken  Miss  Wallace  with  it  ? ' 

"  I  am  sorry  she  is  gone — only  " — Winifred 
looked  up  shyly,  "  when  she  was  here  I  saw 
but  little  of  you.'3 

Mrs.  Forest  caressed  the  hand  she  held. 
"  But  I  couldn't  interrupt  all  the  girlish 
secrets  that  cried  out  for  a  hearing ! ' 

"  You  never  interfere  with  the  telling  of 
secrets,"  positively ;  "  and  what  is  more,  I 
don't  seem  to  have  any  like  most  girls." 

Mrs.  Forest  laughed,  with  the  ambiguous 
response,  "  But  although  your  secrets  are 
open,  they  are  none  the  less  delightfully  in- 
teresting." 

A  heavy  step  outside  on  the  piazza.     "  Good- 
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evening,  everybody,"  sounded  a  greeting  to 
which  the  entire  piazza  made  cheerful  re- 
sponse. 

"  It's  Landon  ! '  cried  Winifred,  her  voice 
threaded  with  an  unconscious  joy.  "  Now  we 
shall  know  about  the  middleman." 

Mrs.  Forest  smiled  at  the  girl's  frank  shar- 
ing of  her  friendship.  There  was  a  delightful 
lack  of  the  spirit  of  monopoly  about  both 
the  young  people  which  made  them  charming 
companions  even  to  white  hairs  and  world- 
wide experience. 

"  Here  I  am !  "  announced  Landon,  tramping 
into  the  hall  and  recognizing  the  two  by  the 
light  of  the  fire.  "  I  am  a  man  of  business  to 
such  an  extent  this  week  that  I  couldn't  get 
away  until  the  four  o'clock  train.  Had  to  get 
dinner  over  at  the  Beach,  but  I  could  eat  in 
peace  and  quietness  this  time." 

He  dropped  his  suit  case  on  the  floor  and 
backed  up  to  the  fire,  spreading  out  his  hands 
behind  him,  his  feet  well  braced,  the  picture 
of  clean,  sturdy  health. 

"  Has  your  father  sent  some  one  to  close  the 
deals  ?  '  Winifred  tucked  the  question  into 
the  first  pause. 
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Landon  smote  his  broad  chest.  "  Behold 
the  man  he  sent.  It  is  I,  and  I  alone."  Then 
he  chuckled  in  amused  chagrin.  "  Monday 
morning  I  was  met  at  the  office  by  a  telegram, 
instead  of  an  agent.  It  was  from  father,  and 
all  it  said  was:  'Stop  composing  telegrams 
and  sell  tubing  ' ! ? 

Mrs.  Forest  laughed.  "  I  like  the  tone  of 
that  message ;  but  I  should  think  that  the 
other  members  of  the  firm  might  consider  your 
lesson  in  business  rather  an  expensive  one/' 

Landon  bent  over  and  poked  the  fire.  "  In 
reality,  Mrs.  Forest/'  he  admitted,  "  father  is 
the  firm  of  Stearns  Bros.  My  uncles  are 
in  it,  but — it's  father's  capital  and  what  father 
says  goes ! ' 

"  Yes/'  The  upward  slide  in  Mrs.  Forest's 
tone  betokened  an  interest,  the  depth  of  which 
Landon  was  yet  to  learn.  She  leaned  forward 
an  instant,  her  elbows  on  the  arms  of  her 
chair,  her  fingers  intertwined,  and  studied  the 
dancing  flames  in  silence.  Then  she  dropped 
back  at  ease  in  the  high-backed  chair  and 
with  a  note  of  satisfaction  in  her  voice  repeated 
slowly,  "  Your  father's  the  real  firm.  Ah — 
yes — I  see." 
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After  breakfast  the  next  morning  she 
touched  Landon's  arm  as  they  were  leaving 
the  dining-room.  "  Should  you  like  to  go 
down  on  the  beach  for  a  little  talk  now  ? ' 

"  With  you  ?  Yes,  indeed  I  should  !  " 
heartily.  As  they  started  he  asked  hopefully, 
"  Is  it  to  be  the  talk  that  you  promised  ? ' 

Mrs.  Forest  understood,  and  shook  her 
head.  "  No,  but  it's  sort  of  a  preparatory  con- 
versation that  I  want — preparatory  to  that 
promised  talk." 

He  looked  mystified. 

"  Landon  " — Mrs.  Forest  had  dropped  al- 
most unconsciously  into  the  use  of  the  name 
-"  would  you  like  to  have  Winifred  remain 
in  Huntingdon  next  year  ?  '  She  asked  the 
question  as  solemnly  as  though  she  did  not 
know  the  answer. 

"  Well,  I  just  guess  so! '  he  responded  ex- 
plosively. 

Mrs.  Forest  lifted  amused  eyes  to  him. 
"  How  much,"  she  pursued,  "  would  you  be 
willing  to  do  to  keep  her  there  ? ' 

Landon  caught  the  amusement,  pushed  his 
hands  yet  deeper  into  his  pockets  and  looked 
foolish.  "  Do  ?  I — I'd  not  leave  any  stone 


Mrs.  Forest  Plans  321 

unturned,  I  tell  you,  that  I  could  boost !  " 
and  his  head  went  back  with  a  jerk. 

Mrs.  Forest  laughed  outright,  but  not  in 
ridicule.  Ev  m  the  teasing  had  died  out  of 
her  eyes,  and  in  its  place  was  pride  in  his  ear- 
nestness. 

"  I  have  come  upon  a  stone,"  she  began 
quietly,  finally,  "  a  very  weighty  rock,  in 
fact,  that,  it  seems  to  me,  you  might  be  able 
to  help  raise." 

"  What  is  it?'  he  demanded.  He  threw 
back  his  shoulders  with  the  air  of  young  Her- 
cules ready  for  the  weight  of  the  world. 
"  Just  tell  me  what  is  it,  please." 

"  But  to  tell  you,"  Mrs.  Forest  spoke 
quickly,  "  would  be  to  have  the  talk  and  this, 
you  know,  is  only  the  preparation.  Just  now 
you  must  not  press  that  question  because," 
she  looked  out  over  the  bay,  speaking  ab- 
sently, "  I  must  step  slowly  and  carefully  in 
the  matter,  and  not  tread  on  certain  rights 
and  prejudices.'3 

They  walked  a  moment  in  silence,  Landon 
knitting  his  brows  in  perplexity.  When  Mrs. 
Forest  broke  the  silence,  it  was  with  a  seem- 
ing change  of  subject.  "  Now  I  shall  tell  yor 
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a  little  about  my  plans,  Landon,  and  I  am 
going  to  ask  you  to  fit  into  them.  I  believe 
you  said  last  evening  that  you  return  to 
Pittsburg  the  first  of  September." 

11  Yes." 

"  Do  you  go  through  Huntingdon  ?  " 

"  I  was  not  intending  to,  but  I  can  easily 
change  my  plans.'1 

"  Very  well.'3  There  was  satisfaction  in 
Mrs.  Forest's  tone.  "I  shall,  perhaps,  ask 
you  to  return  by  way  of  Huntingdon." 

"  Will  you  be  there  ?  "  bluntly. 

She  nodded.  "  I  go  the  last  week  in  Au- 
gust, for  a  double  purpose.  Perhaps  you  do 
not  know  it,  but  I  intend  to  live  in  Hunting- 
don next  year,  if  not  longer.  I  have  taken  a 
house  on  Fourth  Avenue,  very  near  College 
Road." 

"  Good  news  that ! '  cried  Landon  enthusi- 
astically. 

11  Thank  you,"  smiled  Mrs.  Forest.  "  You, 
or  any  other  member  of  Psi  Upsilon,  will  be 
welcome.  But,"  she  went  on,  "  my  purpose 
in  going  back  early  is  less  to  settle  the  house 
before  Founders'  Week  than  to  meet  the 
Alpha  Gamma  alumnae.  A  certain  commit- 
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tee  is  to  meet  me  the  first  of  September.  And 
now  I  come  to  the  point.  After  I  meet  those 
ladies,  if  all  goes  well,  I  shall  wish  very  much 
to  meet  you.1'' 

11  You  shall  ! '  Landon's  reply  was  prompt 
albeit  his  expression  still  showed  bewilder- 
ment. "  For  what,"  he  asked  himself,  "  has  a 
committee  on  Founders'  Week  got  to  do  with 
Winifred's  going  to  Vassar  ?  '  Aloud  he  in- 
quired, "  Is  there  anything  for  Winifred  in  all 
this?" 

Mrs.  Forest  smiled.  "  I  hope  so — or  there 
will  be  when  I  finish  with  it  all.  Now,  do 
you  agree  to  your  part,  which  is,  to  say  noth- 
ing to  Winifred,  but  come  to  me  on  your  way 
home,  if,"  here  a  troubled  expression  crept 
into  her  face,  "  if  I  find  that  I  need  you  to  fit 
into  my  plans? ' 

''Agree?  Indeed  I'll  agree  to  anything 
that  will  keep  Winifred  in  Huntingdon." 

"  Don't  regard  it  as  a  certainty,"  warned 
Mrs.  Forest.  "  There  are  obstacles  to  be  met 
and  difficult  points  to  be  settled.  And  if,  after 
all,  when  I  have  added  my  two  and  two — 
suppose  the  sum  is  not  four  ?  '  She  spoke 
half  to  herself. 
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Turning  at  the  wharf,  she  started  slowly 
back  to  the  boarding-house,  Landon  adapting 
his  movements  to  hers.  Just  before  they 
reached  the  piazza,  she  came  out  of  her  reverie 
and,  glancing  at  the  young  man  with  sympa- 
thetic eyes,  exclaimed  lightly,  "  But  go  back 
to  Boston  with  the  hope  that  everything  is 
all  right — if  it  will  help  you  to  sell  steel  tub- 
ing. I  am  intensely  anxious  to  have  you 
succeed  with  those  contracts- -think  how 
pleased  and  proud  your  father  would  be  ! ' 

Until  the  second  Saturday  in  August  the 
only  business  report  the  youthful  salesman 
had  to  offer  was  one  of  progress  in  the  fine  art 
of  "  hanging  on  "  ;  but  on  the  evening  of  that 
day  he  appeared  in  the  dining-room  with 
victory  written  all  over  him,  from  his  erect 
head  and  square  shoulders  to  his  conquering 
stride.  And  so  anxious  was  he  to  interview 
Winifred  that  he  walked  over  to  her  corner 
boldly — and  contrary  to  her  express  orders — 
while  yet  some  of  the  guests  lingered  at  table. 
Lowering  his  voice  he  exclaimed  energet- 
ically : 

"  Winifred,  I  want  to  get  out  and  give  three 
and  a  tiger.  Hurry  up  your  dishes.'3 
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"  Then  you  have  the  contracts  ? '  she 
breathlessly  inquired. 

"  Yes,  the  two  most  important." 

"  I  can  tell  you,"  he  exclaimed  later  to 
Mrs.  Forest  and  Winifred,  "  that  father  didn't 
ignore  my  telegrams  when  I  announced  the 
closing  of  the  contracts !  '  He  raised  his 
head  proudly.  "  I  got  his  attention  all  right 
from  the  word  '  sold  ' ! ' 

"  I'll  warrant  you  did  ! '  cried  Winifred 
enthusiastically.  "  And  your  mother's  also." 

Landon's  face  changed  and  his  voice  soft- 
ened. He  gazed  steadily  into  the  fire.  "  I 
always  have  mother's  attention.  I'd  have  it 
whether  I  made  good  or  not.  Guess  that's 
the  way  with  mothers.  But  she's  glad,  never- 
theless, that  I  have  made  good  this  sum- 


mer.' 


"  And  I  am  very  glad  also,"  added  Mrs. 
Forest  quietly,  "  for  reasons  beyond  your  pres- 
ent work.  I  am  glad  for- -well,  for  your 
father's  sake,  I  shall  say  now." 

Then  she  leaned  back,  looking  Landon  over 
with  satisfied  eyes.  His  summer's  wrestle 
with  business  had  hardened  his  mental  mus- 
cles and  added  to  his  manhood's  experience 
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without  detracting  from  his  boyhood's  open 
frankness.  She  turned  her  gaze  on  Winifred. 
The  summer  had  given  the  girl  the  bloom 
that  she  had  lacked  and  the  roundness  to 
which  girlhood  is  heir,  while  the  atmosphere 
in  which  Mrs.  Forest  herself  had  enveloped 
her  young  sorority  sister  had  brought  to  the 
surface  all  the  winning  sweetness  in  the 
latter's  nature. 

It  was  a  parting  inventory  that  Mrs.  Forest 
was  taking  of  the  qualities  of  her  friends,  for 
she  was  going  to  Huntingdon  on  Monday. 
In  the  meantime,  Winifred,  while  listening  to 
Landon's  news,  was  holding  in  reserve  a  bit 
concerning  herself.  She  divulged  it  Sunday 
morning  as  they  strolled  along  the  beach 
together. 

"  The  Chancellor  wrote  me  this  week  ask- 
ing me  to  help  him  in  the  office  during 
Founders'  Week,"  she  began,  "and  I  am  very 
glad  to  go.  You  know  it  doesn't  interfere 
with  my  college  year  because  Vassar  doesn't 
open  until  the  first  of  October." 

"  Hang  Vassar  ! '  interpolated  Landon, 
"and  bless  Chancellor  Haight !  Long  may  he 
wave  !  " 
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"  But  that's  not  the  best,"  Winifred  went 
on.  "  That  I  have  kept  till  the  last.  Where 
do  you  think  I  am  to  stay  while  I  am  in 
Huntingdon  ?  '  she  demanded  joyfully,  "  and 
where  do  you  think  I  am  to  spend  my  vaca- 
tion ?  " 

Landon  stopped  short  and  caught  the  in- 
spiration from  her  dancing  eyes.  "  With  Mrs. 
Forest ! '  he  exclaimed. 

"  Yes,  with  Mrs.  Forest.  Do  you  remember 
the  house  she  has  taken  ?  It's  just  below  the 
Beehive  on  the  other  side  of  the  avenue.  It's 
that  gray  stone  with  the  wide  verandah  and 
the  big  side  lawn  filled  with  trees." 

Landon  whistled.  "  Is  that  the  place  ? 
Fine  old  house  that !  ' 

"  And  so  spacious.  Mrs.  Forest  wanted  a 
large  house  because  she  intends  to  entertain  a 
great  deal."  Winifred  ended  with  an  uncon- 
scious sigh,  a  tribute  to  the  good  times  which 
she  would  not  share. 

The  first  persons  whom  Mrs.  Forest  enter- 
tained in  her  new  home  were  the  seven  Alpha 
Gammas  who  with  herself  constituted  the 
alumnae  committee.  Some  of  them  were  per- 
sonal friends  of  their  hostess,  one,  the  wife  of 
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Dean  Holbrooke,  being  a  member  of  her  own 
class,  a  charter  member  of  the  sorority. 

They  had  come  to  discuss  one  subject — Foun- 
ders' Week  in  connection  with  Alpha  Gamma; 
the  entertainment  of  the  visiting  alumnae,  the 
banquet,  the  business  necessary  to  be  brought 
before  the  meeting  of  the  active  with  the 
alumna  chapter,  and  the  subsequent  house- 
warming  to  which  hundreds  of  guests  would 
be  invited. 

But  Mrs.  Forest  had  other  ideas.  There 
was  another  subject  which  she  was  prepared 
to  broach  in  good  time,  and  which  carne  as  a 
surprise  to  the  committee,  who  were  all,  more 
or  less,  in  touch  with  the  active  chapter,  aid- 
ing in  the  autumn  "  rushing  •  of  desirable 
freshmen,  entertaining  the  undergraduates, 
and  managing  the  practical  affairs  of  the 
chapter  house. 

They  were  able  women,  all  of  them,  influen- 
tial in  social  and  college  circles,  liberal  and 
charitable  in  their  views,  cultured  both  in- 
tellectually and  spiritually,  types  of  the  Alpha 
Gamma  ideal.  And  because  they  believed  in 
that  ideal  and  because  they  stood  for  the  high- 
est type  of  womanhood,  the  subject  which 
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Mrs.  Forest  introduced  shocked  and  made 
them  indignant  and  then  involved  them  in  the 
same  perplexities  which  had  overtaken  her. 

The  subject  was  Letitia  Acre  and  her  "  go- 
ings on,"  including  her  influence  on  Shirley. 

Mrs.  Forest  told  the  story  as  she  sat  at  the 
head  of  the  long  table  in  the  big  old  library 
overlooking  the  side  lawn.  At  the  opposite 
end  of  the  table  was  Mrs.  Holbrooke,  the 
mother  of  two  Alpha  Gammas  of  recent  years. 
On  either  side  were  the  younger  women.  As 
Mrs.  Forest  ceased  speaking  there  was  an  out- 
burst of  incoherent  exclamations,  disapproval 
and  wonder. 

"  We  have  all  met  both  Miss  Acre  and  her 
mother,"  one  of  the  ladies  began  when  order 
had  been  restored,  "  and  were  pleased  with 
them  both.  Miss  Acre  is  a  brilliant  student 
and  a  charming  young  society  woman." 

"  A  forceful  personality,"  added  another. 

"  There  lies  the  danger."  Mrs.  Forest's  re- 
ply was  quick. 

"  There  was  something  about  the  girl,"  an- 
other admitted  hesitatingly,  "  which  I  did  not 
altogether  like,  but  could  scarcely  define,  but 
my  husband  expressed  it  when  we  heard  Miss 
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Acre  was  pledged.  He  laughed  and  remarked 
sarcastically  that  the  Alpha  Gammas  would 
not  be  as  '  slow  !  for  the  next  three  years  as 
they  had  been  in  the  past,  and  the  remark 
made  me  uneasy." 

"  I,  too,"  a  third  member  of  the  committee 
spoke,  "  have  heard  stray  remarks  similar  to 
that.  Then  I  confess  Miss  Acre's  beauty  and 
grace  and  brilliancy  and  personal  magnetism 
pulled  the  other  side  of  the  scales  away  down 
— but  now " 

"  But  now,"  interrupted  the  youngest  com- 
mittee member,  "  after  such  questionable  con- 
duct, she  can  never  be  initiated  into  Alpha 
Gamma  with  my  consent." 

"  Nor  mine,"  echoed  down  the  table. 

"  But,  ladies,"  Mrs.  Holbrooke,  who  had 
been  listening  in  silence,  spoke,  "  however 
strongly  we  may  feel  on  this  subject,  we  must 
remember  that  it  is  not  a  matter  to  be  dealt 
with  lightly  or  hastily.  Alpha  Gamma  has 
never  been  obliged  to  expel  a  member  nor 
break  a  pledge.  To  break  Miss  Acre's  pledge 
would  involve  us  in  disagreeable  and  serious 
complications.  It  may  involve  a  public  ex- 
planation that  would  reflect  on  the  justice  of 


Mrs.  Forest  Plans  331 

Alpha  Gamma  and  bring  us  into  disrepute 
both  in  college  and  in  the  city.  On  the  other 
hand,  for  us  to  give  a  public  explanation 
would  be  to  do  the  girl  an  irreparable  injury 
in  Huntingdon,  where  she  evidently  sup- 
presses her  tendency  toward  '  larks/ 

The  committee  looked  at  each  other  and  at 
the  speaker  in  silence.  Their  undergraduate 
days  were  strong  in  their  memory  ;  they  lived 
in  a  college  city  whose  society  was  permeated 
with  the  pride  and  prejudice  of  college  and 
fraternal  affiliations,  and  Mrs.  Holbrooke's  re- 
marks needed  no  reinforcement. 

"  I  see  ! '  breathed  the  youngest.  "  There's 
no  other  way  except  to  initiate  her  and  then 
— discipline  her.'! 

In  her  place  at  the  head  of  the  table  Mrs. 
Forest,  the  chairman  of  the  committee,  had  sat 
listening  in  silence,  satisfied  with  the  indigna- 
tion her  recital  had  evoked,  satisfied  that  re- 
cent years  had  not  lowered  the  standard  of  Al- 
pha Gamma  ideals,  and  that  she  had  the  sup- 
port of  the  sorority  in  the  matter.  That  was 
the  thing  she  desired  to  know.  Now  she 
stirred,  and  the  eyes  of  the  seven  turned  to 
her.  She  looked  at  Mrs.  Holbrooke. 
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"  You  have  voiced  the  difficulties  as  I  have 
seen  them,"  she  began,  "  but,  I  also  see  " — 
here  she  glanced  at  the  youngest  member — 
"  another  way  out." 

"And   that  way  is ?'     half    a    dozen 

eager  voices  asked. 

Mrs.  Forest's  lips  were  touched  with  an  odd 
smile.  Her  eyes  also  held  an  odd  expression 
but  her  voice,  though  low,  was  full  of  purpose. 
"  That  way  is — to  make  Miss  Acre  feel  very 
glad  of  the  opportunity  to  withdraw  volun- 
tarily from  all  connection  with  Alpha 
Gamma ! ' 

****** 

That  evening  Mrs.  Forest  wrote  a  request  to 
Landon  Stearns  to  stop  in  Huntingdon. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

THE  BLOW  FALLS 

REGISTRATION  days  were  Thursday  and  Fri- 
day of  the  second  week  in  September  ;  there- 
fore, the  incoming  rush  of  Huntingdon  stu- 
dents occurred  on  Wednesday. 

By  the  afternoon  of  that  day  nearly  all  the 
Alpha  Gammas  had  arrived,  and  the  chapter 
house  was  a  scene  of  happy  confusion. 
Trunks  of  all  sizes  and  conditions  of  service 
blocked  the  upper  halls,  their  sharp  corners 
offering  a  menace  to  rapid  transit  skirts.  Suit 
cases  and  hat  boxes  were  dropped  wherever 
their  owners  met  for  a  first  greeting.  Veils, 
boxes  of  candy,  bouquets  from  home,  travel 
faded  and  dusty,  umbrellas,  parasols,  and 
gloves  were  heaped  promiscuously  about  the 
parlors  and  library,  while  their  owners  all 
talked  at  once,  asking  questions  which  no  one 
took  time  to  answer,  watching  the  campus  and 
College  Road,  alive  with  students  and  drays 

heaped  with  baggage. 
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Rose  Lane  and  Hazel  Winchell,  meeting  mid- 
way in  the  front  parlor,  grasped  each  other's 
hands,  saying  simultaneously,  "  What  shall  we 
do  without  the  seniors? '  referring  of  course  to 
the  seven  graduates  of  the  previous  year. 

Both  Rose  and  Hazel  were  seniors  now,  and 
naturally  shrank  from  the  many  responsibili- 
ties which  sorority  life  entails  on  the  upper 
classmen. 

In  the  back  parlor  Rebecca  Bicknell  sat  on 
the  window-seat,  her  feet  stretched  out  comfort- 
ably, her  hat  still  on  her  head  but  very  far  away 
from  the  angle  it  was  intended  by  the  milliner 
to  describe.  Her  hair,  also,  showed  the  effect 
of  the  embraces  violently  bestowed  by  twenty 
girls.  Now  she  sat  resting  and  ruminating. 

"  Girls,  tell  me,"  she  finally  demanded  trag- 
ically, "  were  we  sophomores  last  year  at  this 
time  looking  as  green  and  lonesome  and  home- 
sick and  young  and  awkward  as  the  few  hun- 
dred freshmen  I've  been  watching  around  here 
to-day?  Rose,  were  we?  Stop  bemoaning 
last  year's  seniors,  and  tell  me." 

Rose  turned.  "  Freshmen  look  as  nearly 
alike  all  years  as  peas  out  of  the  same  pod." 

Rebecca    sighed,     "  How    fortunate   it    is. 
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then,  that  we  do  not  see  ourselves  as  '  ithers 


see  us.' 


Hazel  laughed.  "  Belle,  do  you  remember 
the  first  time  we  ever  saw  Rebecca  ?  She  was 
rooming  down  on  Third  Avenue  and  home- 
sick—oh !  " 

"  I  guess  I  remember.  We  found  you,  Re- 
becca, crying  on  the  under  hem  of  your  skirt 
because  you  had  lost  the  handkerchief  with 
which  you  had  started  from  home  and  the 
rest  were  all  in  your  trunk/' 

"  And  each  of  you,"  finished  Rebecca,  "  gave 
me  a  handkerchief  and  invited  me  to  dinner 
up  here  at  the  chapter  house  and  sat  with 
your  arms  around  me,  and  I  thought  Alpha 
Gamma  was  a  band  of  angels.  And,"  stretch- 
ing her  feet  further  out,  "  I  think  so  still." 

Shirley  Dean  appeared  in  the  back  par- 
lor trailing  a  long  veil  after  her.  "  I've 
lost  my  hand-bag.  Have  any  of  you  girls 
seen  it  ?  " 

"  No,  nor  my  own  either,  for  the  last  hour." 
Belle  Eaton  gesticulated  vaguely  around. 
"  They're  somewhere  under  these  heaps,  I 
suspect.  Where  have  you  been  all  summer, 
Shirley  ?  " 
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Shirley  trailed  the  veil  into  the  front  parlor 
and  began  to  rummage  under  the  baggage  on 
the  table.  "  Letitia  and  I  have  been  together 
— oh,  everywhere — New  York  and  Boston 
and  all  up  the  coast — where  can  my  hand-bag 
be  ? '  There  was  a  tired,  fretful  note  in 
Shirley's  voice. 

The  street  door  opened  and  closed  vigor- 
ously and  Lillian  Antwerp  appeared. 

"  I've  just  been  up  to  the  registrar's  office, 
girls,  and  guess  whom  I  found  there  ? ' 

"  Beau  Brown."  Several  voices  were  of  one 
accord. 

"  Beau  Fiddlesticks  ! '  retorted  Lillian,  col- 
oring. "  It's  some  one  with  light  hair  that 
glints,  and  she's  looking  finer  and  sweeter 
than " 

"What!  Winifred  Lowe?"  The  voices 
expressed  surprise  now. 

Shirley  Dean  deserted  her  search  and  came 
to  the  door.  "  Winifred  Lowe,"  she  repeated 
slowly,  with  emphasis  on  every  syllable.  "  I 
should  like  to  know  what  she  is  doing 
here  ! " 

Lillian  shrugged  one  shoulder  in  the  di- 
rection of  Shirley.  "  Really  now,"  she  re- 
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turned,  mockingly  soothing,  "  Winifred  is 
guilty  of  no  capital  offense.  She  is  going  to 
Vassar.  She  has  secured  a  position  in  the 
office  which  pays  better  than  this  office  does, 
and  I  suppose  that's  the  reason  she  goes. 
Well,  it  seems  that  Vassar  does  not  open  for 
two  weeks  yet,  and  she  is  here  to  help  the 
Chancellor  next  week — Founders'  Week,  you 
know/1 

"  But,  suppose,"  Shirley's  tone  was  sharp, 
"  suppose  she  takes  it  into  her  head  to  stay, 
in  spite  of  a  position  in  Vassar  ? ' 

"  I  wish  she  would,"  Rebecca  broke  in  im- 
pulsively. 

The  blood  flushed  into  Shirley's  cheeks. 
"  But  she  can't,  you  know,  now — not,  at  least, 
in  Alpha  Gamma.  She  surrendered  her 
right " 

Lillian  shrugged  both  shoulders  and  inter- 
rupted, "  Don't  get  excited,  Shirley.  Wini- 
fred has  no  intention  of  staying.  She  is 
going  to  Vassar  week  after  next.  It's  too  near 
dinner  time  for  you  to  cultivate  your  nerves." 

Shirley  tossed  her  head  angrily  and,  gath- 
ering up  veil,  hat,  and  suit  case  flounced  up 
the  stairs. 
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Lillian's  eyes  followed  her.  Then  they 
turned  on  Rebecca.  Rebecca  raised  her  eye- 
brows and  gave  back  the  glance. 

11  Still  bilious,"  Lillian  spoke  solemnly. 

"  Still  bilious,"  Rebecca  echoed  with  equal 
solemnity. 

Lillian  plumped  herself  down  suddenly  on 
the  window-seat.  The  other  girls  had  drifted 
toward  the  front  of  the  house. 

"  I  was  in  hopes,"  she  began  slowly,  "  that 
the  vacation  would  bring  her  back  to  her  old 
self." 

"  I  had  hoped  that,  too " 

"  But  she  has  been  with  Letitia  Acre  all 
summer,  you  see,"  Rebecca  hesitated.  "  Lil- 
lian, do  you  know,  I'm  afraid "  she 

paused. 

"  Out  with  it ! '    commanded  Lillian. 

The  girls  drew  nearer  together  on  the  win- 
dow-seat. Instead  of  finishing  her  remark, 
Rebecca  began  another  in  a  hushed  voice. 
"  Don't  you  recollect  how  nice  Shirley  was 
the  first  semester  last  year  ?  ' 

"  Indeed  I  do."  Then  Lillian's  voice  sank 
to  a  whisper.  "  She  and  Winifred  were  most 
intimate  then " 


'WHERE    HAVE    YOU    BEEN    ALL    SUMMER?" 


As? 
TILi, 


rn          I 

m  \ 


The  Blow  Falls  339 

"And  since "  Rebecca  prompted. 

But  the  back  parlor  again  overflowed  with 
girls  all  bent  on  looking  out  of  the  side 
window.  "  There  she  goes !  The  one  in 
the  white  dress — the  tall  one."  Belle  was 
pointing.  "  We  have  letters  about  her.  They 
were  forwarded  to  me  in  the  summer.  If 
she  proves  to  be  all  that  she  is  said  to  be  we 
want  her,  surely/1 

"  And  she's  with  the  Kappa  Alpha  Theta 
girls.  Oh,  dear  ! '  mourned  one  of  the  soph- 
omores. 

"  Don't  you  worry/'  returned  Rose  Lane 
confidently.  "  We'll  introduce  her  to  Mrs. 
Forest.  We  can  get  any  girl  we  want  this 
year  ;  see  if  we  don't ! ' 

Again  the  street  door  opened,  and  some  one 
called,  "  Winifred  !  It's  Winifred  Lowe." 

Into  the  hall  surged  the  united  forces  of 
Alpha  Gamma.  A  few  moments  later  the 
newcomer  emerged  from  their  greeting,  di- 
shevelled but  laughing,  and  was  led  to  the 
window-seat  between  Lillian  and  Rebecca. 

"  Where  have  you  been  all  summer  ? '  was 
the  first  inquiry. 

Winifred,  glancing  up,  saw  Shirley  descend- 


340  A  Freshman  Co-ed 

ing  the  stairs  and  answered  with  unnoticed 
evasion  : 

"  Why,  girls,  I've  been  away  up  on  the  Mas- 
sachusetts seacoast  waiting  on  table  in  a  sum- 
mer boarding-house." 

There  was  a  chorus  of  exclamations  and 
questions. 

"  Yes,  it  was  fun — after  I  became  accus- 
tomed to  it."  Winifred  threw  her  replies 
right  and  left.  "  Indeed,  I  did  enjoy  it.  It 
was  a  house  run  by  Mrs.  Brown,  who  is  Mrs. 
Sweet's  sister,  so  I  was  not  really  among 
strangers.  And  the  bay  was  beautiful.  I 
have  had  a  happy  summer." 

Lillian  hugged  her.  "  You  look  it, 
every  pound  of  it ! '  she  exclaimed  affec- 
tionately. 

Presently  Belle  turned  away  from  the  win- 
dow where  she  and  Shirley  were  watching  the 
campus.  "  Where  did  you  say  it  is,  Wini- 
fred, this  place  ? ' 

Winifred  glanced  again  at  Shirley  and  hes- 
itated. But  before  she  had  an  opportunity  of 
replying,  Rose,  at  one  of  the  front  windows, 
cried  out : 

"  Girls,    look   at   that   freshman   with  Mr. 
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Stearns.  Isn't  he  big,  though?  That's  a  can- 
didate for  the  football  team,  I'll  wager  !  " 

There  was  a  rush  for  the  front  parlor. 

"  That's  the  man,"  exclaimed  Lillian,  "  who 
came  in  on  the  same  train  with  me.  The  Psi 
U's  met  him  at  the  station.  They  probably 
have  not  let  him  go  out  of  their  sight  for  a 
minute  since.  And,  girls,  have  you  heard 
that  Psi  Upsilon  is  going  to  give  a  very  in- 
formal rushing  party  to-morrow  night  and 
some  of  us  under  classmen  will  be  invited  ?  ' 

Then  Lillian  suddenly  clapped  her  hand 
over  her  mouth.  "  Oh,  I  forgot !  That's  a 
dead  secret.  I  ought  not  to  have  told.  Don't 
you  dare  repeat  it,  any  of  you,  until  our  invi- 
tations come." 

"  Hi !  "  jeered  Rebecca.  "  So  you  did  not 
meet  somebody  up  on  the  Hill  after  all ! ' 

Shortly  afterward,  Winifred  went  back 
thoughtfully  to  the  office  and  work.  When, 
the  previous  day,  she  had  sat  for  the  first 
time  since  her  return  behind  her  familiar 
desk  in  the  office,  and  was  again  greeted  by 
the  familiar,  kindly  smile  on  the  Chancellor's 
rugged  face,  and  when  she  heard  again  the 
college  yells  and  songs,  and  saw  the  Hill  teem- 
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ing  with  its  enthusiastic  population,  her  heart 
ached  with  homesickness  because  she  was  no 
longer  a  part  of  it  all,  but  an  outsider  to 
whom  the  enchanted  doors  had  been  opened 
for  ten  days  and  then  would  close  forever. 

The  girl's  imagination  could  not  compass 
the  possibility  of  any  other  college  being  to 
her  what  Huntingdon  was.  She  forgot  the 
pain  of  the  previous  year,  her  failures  and 
doubts  and  fears,  and  in  their  place  remained 
only  love  and  loyalty  for  the  college  of  her 
choice. 

Landon  appeared  at  the  gray  stone  house 
on  Fourth  Avenue  on  Wednesday  evening, 
delaying  his  appearance  only  a  necessary  two 
hours  after  his  arrival  from  Pittsburg  and  re- 
gretting every  moment  of  the  delay. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Winifred,"  he  exclaimed, 
sinking  into  a  luxurious  chair  and  regarding 
her  with  satisfied  eyes,  "  I  feel,  somehow,  as 
though  I  were  treating  you  more  as  you 
ought  to  be  treated  when  I  can  come  and  call 
as  I  would  on  any  other  girl." 

Winifred's  eyes  opened  widely.  "  Why, 
you  called  on  me  last  year  !  ' 

Landon   shrugged    his    shoulders.      "  I    re- 
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member  that  I  did  go  over  there  once  or  twice 
feeling  as  though  I  were  a  thief  of  time,  in- 
stead of  a  caller.  I  think  that's  what  makes 
the  difference  to-night.  I  know  you  have  no 
work  demanding  your  time — not  even  dishes 
to  wash.  And  here — it  seems  different,  any- 
way," he  finished  vaguely. 

Winifred  sat  on  a  low  hassock,  her  elbows 
on  her  knees  and  her  cheeks,  rounded  and 
colored  by  the  good  food  and  fresh  air  at  Har- 
vey's Point,  resting  in  her  palms.  Beneath 
her  feet  lay  a  magnificent  tiger's  skin.  Be- 
hind her  stood  a  great  Chinese  urn.  Above 
her  ticked  a  rare  and  curious  Swiss  clock. 
Opposite,  in  the  place  of  honor,  hung  one  of 
Whittier's  etchings.  Her  caller,  however, 
could  not  have  named  one  of  these  articles, 
evidences  of  Mrs.  Forest's  foreign  life.  For 
him  the  room  and  its  contents  merely  served 
as  a  fitting  background  for  the  small  figure 
beside  the  fireplace — Landon  seldom  wasted 
much  time  noticing  inanimate  objects  when 
Winifred  was  near. 

That  evening  there  was  a  curious  twinkle 
in  his  eyes,  and  a  suppressed  hilarity  in  his 
manner  which  perplexed  her,  and  when,  later, 
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Mrs.  Forest  entered  the  room,  it  was  borne  in 
on  the  girl  that  between  the  two  there  existed 
some  sort  of  an  understanding  from  which  she 
was  excluded.  She  looked  inquisitively  from 
one  to  the  other — from  Landon,  bubbling  over 
with  high  spirits,  to  Mrs.  Forest  sitting  on  the 
other  side  of  the  grate  in  her  favorite  arm- 
chair, her  hair  piled  high  on  her  head  and 
standing  out  in  silvery  relief  against  the  rich 
carving  of  the  chair's  high  back. 

Landon  had  come  to  invite  both  ladies  to 
the  informal  housewarming  which  Lillian 
had  prophesied  earlier  in  the  day. 

"  There  are  two  freshmen  whom  we  are 
anxious  to  pledge  right  away,"  he  explained, 
"  and  we've  got  up  this  little  affair  in  short 
order.  We  want  to  introduce  them  to  some 
of  the  nicest  girls  and  to  ourselves  in  our 
home.  And  will  you,"  he  turned  to  Mrs. 
Forest,  "  help  Mrs.  Tilly  receive?" 

Mrs.  Tilly  was  the  Psi  Upsilon  house 
mother. 

Mrs.  Forest  hesitated.  "  At  any  other  time, 
Landon,  I  should  be  glad  to " 

"  But,"  he  interrupted  eagerly,  "  this  affair 
will  be  all  over  and  the  house  dark  by  mid- 
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night.  We're  going  to  send  carriages  for  the 
girls  at  eight  o'clock." 

"  Yes,  but,"  Mrs.  Forest  was  still  unper- 
suaded,  "  I  have  some  work  planned  for  to- 
morrow which  may  occupy  me  all  the  evening. 
No,  I  should  not  dare  promise.  But  please  tell 
the  boys  that  I  appreciate  their  invitation, 
and  am  looking  forward  to  meeting  them  all 
later." 

Landon's  face  fell  suddenly  as  he  turned  to 
Winifred.  "  Does  that  refusal  include  you  ?' 

"  No,  it  doesn't,"  Mrs.  Forest  made  answer 
quickly.  "  Of  course  Winifred  will  go." 

The  following  day  at  the  gray  stone  house 
things  happened  which  Winifred  saw,  but  did 
not  understand,  nor  were  they  explained. 

First,  early  in  the  morning,  before  she  went 
up  to  the  office,  Louise  Wallace  arrived. 
Winifred  saw  her  come,  and  heard  her  inquire 
of  the  maid  if  Mrs.  Forest  were  in — nor  did 
Louise  mention  the  name  of  the  younger 
resident  of  the  house.  Mrs.  Forest  at  once 
appeared,  and  the  two  were  closeted  in  the 
study  a  long  time.  When  they  at  length 
appeared,  Mrs.  Forest's  face  wore  an  expres- 
sion of  relief,  while  Louise  was  saying  : 
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"  As  soon  as  Cousin  Jim  told  me  about  that 
one  word  I  felt  sure  you  would  want  to  know 
before  talking  to  her " 

Here,  catching  sight  of  Winifred  adjusting 
her  hat  in  the  hall,  Louise  checked  her  speech. 
She  caught  her  friend  and,  holding  her  at  arm's 
length,  looked  her  over  with  mocking  ap- 
proval. 

"  Cousin  Sarah's  advertisements  are  too 
weak.  I  shall  write  her  that  the  most  she 
can  say  concerning  the  good  food  and  stimulat- 
ing air  at  Harvey's  Point  pales  before  the 
reality.  You're  certainly  a  refreshing  sight 
for  world-weary  eyes !  No  use  to  ask  you 
how  you  are." 

Winifred  poked  her  fingers  into  her  own 
cheeks.  "  The  question  is  rather  superfluous," 
she  laughed.  "  How  are  the  relatives  ? ' 

Louise  released  her.  "  Still  related,  but,  at 
present,  occupying  the  background.  The 
duties  of  a  teacher  are  now  looming  up  largely 
before  me.  Only  next  Monday  and  I  take  the 
icy  plunge — my  first — into  the  schoolroom, 
as  its  head.  I  wish  now,  Winifred,  that  I  had 
not  made  life  so  uncomfortable  for  my  teachers 
when  I  was  young  ! ' 
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"  Possibly,"  retorted  Winifred  as  they  went 
down  the  steps  together,  "  Huntingdon  can- 
not furnish  your  parallel  among  her  young 
ideas." 

Louise  chuckled.  "  A  doubtful  compli- 
ment, my  dear.  Good-bye." 

The  two  turned  in  opposite  directions,  but 
were  only  a  few  steps  apart  when  Louise 
called  back  : 

"  Winifred,  Cousin  Anne  sent  a  few  regards 
which  would  amount  to  love  with  any  one 
else — and  they  do  with  her,  only  she  doesn't 
realize  it." 

"  I  may  run  over  to  see  her  a  few  moments 
this  afternoon  if  I  can  get  out  of  the  office 
early.  Will  she  be  at  home  ?  ' 

"  She  will  if  I  tell  her  you're  coming. 
Good-bye." 

Late  that  afternoon,  Winifred,  looking  from 
the  office  window,  saw  Mrs.  Forest  and  Mrs. 
Holbrooke  enter  the  Alpha  Gamma  house. 
Presently  she  saw  Rose  Lane  leave  the  house 
and  come  up  the  Hill,  and  Rose's  face  was 
unnaturally  solemn.  In  a  short  time  she 
returned  to  the  house  accompanied  by  Shirley 
Dean.  Almost  at  once,  the  girls,  with  Mrs. 
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Forest,  Mrs.  Holbrooke  and  Hazel  Winchell, 
went  down  Fourth  Avenue  to  the  gray  stone 
house. 

Winifred  wondered. 

She  wondered  still  more  when  she  entered 
the  gray  stone  house  herself  at  five  o'clock  and 
passed  through  the  library.  The  study  door 
stood  open.  A  glimpse  of  the  seniors'  faces 
showed  them  rather  pale  and  helpless  in  ex- 
pression. Shirley  lay  on  the  couch  sobbing. 
Mrs.  Forest  was  speaking  in  a  low  tone.  Then 
the  door  closed. 

"  What  can  it  be  ? '  puzzled  Winifred,  as 
she  boarded  the  car  on  her  way  to  Mrs. 
Sweet's. 

Suddenly  the  idea  occurred  to  her  that  this 
was  the  result  of  the  discovery  which  Louise 
Wallace  had  made. 

"  But  Louise  said  it  was  in  connection  with 
the  Acre  affair,"  she  puzzled,  her  thoughts 
grasping  every  possible  solution  except  the 
correct  one. 

Mrs.    Sweet's    wrinkled    face    broke  into  a 
glad  smile  at  sight  of  Winifred.      "  Law,  now, 
but  it  does  do  me  a  lot  of  good  to  see  you  !  ' 
she  declared.     "  Wish  you  were  here  again  this 
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year.  There's  a  grumpy  girl  now  up  in  your 
room.  She's  been  here  two  days  and  she's 
found  more  fault  than  you  did  all  last  year. 
I  knew  she  would  when  I  let  'er  in,  but  then 
it  takes  all  kinds  to  make  the  world,  and  I 
don't  mind  s'long's  I  have  Louisy  here. 
Louisy  is  as  lively  as  ever,  and  that  Mr.  Grey 
ain't  as  pert  as  I  thought  he'd  be.  He's  as 
common  around  here  as  I  be.  Don't  put  on 
a  single  air  ! ' 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

"  I'M  GOING  TO  STAY  !  ' 

"  HERE,  Stearns,"  Beau  Brown  drew  him 
aside  and  spoke  in  a  low  tone,  "  Miss  Acre 
sent  me  for  you.  She  wants  to  see  you  in  the 
library,"  and  the  youthful  Beau,  glad  of  a 
release  which  left  him  free  to  seek  Lillian 
Antwerp,  disappeared. 

The  guests  were  assembling  in  the  Psi 
Upsilon  chapter  house,  and  Landon  was  do- 
ing his  best  to  be  an  attentive  host,  while 
taking  the  precaution  to  linger  near  the  en- 
trance that  he  might  be  on  the  spot  when 
Winifred  arrived.  Reluctantly,  he  deserted 
his  post  of  observation  and  slowly  responded 
to  Letitia's  summons. 

She  sat  on  a  red  divan  in  the  furthest  cor- 
ner of  the  library  looking  at  a  book  of  photo- 
graphs. She  never  failed  to  appropriate  a  red 
background  whenever  one  was  convenient, 
the  result  justifying  her  choice.  She  wore  a 
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white  wool  gown  with  sleeves  and  yoke  of 
lace.  Her  hair,  for  the  first  time,  was  dressed 
high  on  her  head,  parted  at  the  left  and  be- 
comingly waved  above  her  broad  forehead. 

Landon  sat  down  on  the  end  of  the  divan 
furthest  from  her,  totally  unconscious  of  any 
lack  of  gallantry,  so  intent  was  he  on  securing 
a  position  where  his  eyes  could  still  command 
the  hall. 

Letitia  leaned  toward  him,  flatteringly  atten- 
tive. "  Mr.  Brown  tells  me  that  you  have 
met  her  already,"  pointing  to  the  first  page  of 
the  photograph  book.  The  portrait  indicated 
was  a  recent  one  of  Mrs.  Forest.  "  I  saw  her 
to-day  at  a  distance,  but  in  spite  of  the  dis- 
tance, fell  in  love  with  her.  I  can  hardly 
wait  for  the  time  to  come  when  I  shall  know 
her."  Letitia  touched  the  Alpha  Gamma 
colors  on  her  waist,  which  would  in  a  few 
days  be  exchanged  for  the  pearl-studded 
badge  of  the  sorority.  "  And  to  think  that 
you  have  met  her  already  ! ' 

"  Well,  I  guess  I  have  ! '  exclaimed  Landon 
warmly,  "  and  she  is  as  interesting  to  talk  to 
as  to  look  at." 

"  Talk  to  !     Why,  you  speak  as  though  you 
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knew  her  well.  Have  you  talked  to  her 
often  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  dozens  of  times.'5 

Letitia's  curiosity  was  aroused.  "  Dozens 
of  times.  Where  ?  ' 

Here  Landon  caught  a  glimpse,  among  the 
crowd  in  the  hall,  of  a  fair  head  above  a  white 
mull  dress.  He  moved  uneasily,  answering 
absently,  "  Harvey's  Point." 

"  At  Harvey's  Point ! '  Letitia  drew  back. 
Her  hand  fell  heavily  on  the  photograph. 
"  Harvey's  Point ! '  she  echoed. 

Her  tone  caused  Landon  to  centre  his  atten- 
tion fully  for  the  first  time  on  the  girl  beside 
him.  She  was  sitting  very  straight  and  stiff, 
while  the  changing  expressions  on  her  face 
showed  that  her  mind  was  working  rapidly. 

"  Was  she  there  when  we  were — Miss  Dean 
and  I?" 

"  Y-yes,"  admitted  Landon  reluctantly. 

"  Was  she  up  on  that  piazza  when  we  were 
out  there  on  the  beach  ?  ' 

Landon  leaned  back  and  plunged  both 
hands  into  his  pockets,  recollected  himself, 
removed  them,  miserably  embarrassed,  as  he 
realized  to  what  he  had  committed  himself. 
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"  Why-ee,  I  guess  she  was.     Y-yes,  I  think 


so.' 


"  Why  didn't  you  tell  us  there  was  an  Al- 
pha Gamma  around  ? ' 

Landon  writhed.  "  I  didn't  know  that  you 
cared/'  he  exclaimed  defensively. 

"Did  she  know  who  we  were?  Did  you 
tell  her  ?  " 

Suddenly  an  idea  occurred  to  the  uncom- 
fortable Landon.  Looking  Letitia  straight  in 
the  eyes  he  replied  courteously  but  steadily, 
"  You  told  her  yourself,  Miss  Acre.  If  you 
recollect,  you  called  back  to  Miss  Dean,  when 
we  were  in  front  of  the  piazza,  something 
about  the  Alpha  Gammas  and  how  shocked 
they  would  be  if  they  could  see  two  of  their 
daughters  out  alone  on  a  lark  such  as  that — 
you  spoke  several  times  of  Alpha  Gamma. " 

Letitia  remembered,  and  the  memory  was 
bitter.  The  color  flamed  into  her  cheeks  and 
she  turned  on  Landon  with  scarcely  sup- 
pressed anger,  as  though  he  had  been  to  blame 
for  the  lark. 

"  Why  didn't  you  tell  us  she  was  there  ? ' 
was    the    reiterated     demand.     "  You    knew 
that  we  thought  we  were  among   strangers ! 
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We  thought  there  was  no  one  except 
yourself  within  miles  who  would  know  us, 
and  we  trusted  you  not  to  give  us  away. 
Why " 

To  Landon's  intense  relief,  Selden  Aimes, 
a  junior,  strode  along  at  that  instant  and  in- 
terrupted the  disagreeable  tete-a-tete.  Seat- 
ing himself  easily  on  the  broad  arm  of  a  chair, 
Aimes  greeted  Letitia  with  a  gay  : 

"  Doing  the  eastern  coast,  weren't  you,  this 
summer,  Miss  Acre  ?  You  and  Miss  Dean  ? 
The  fame  of  your  journey  has  spread  abroad. 
I  heard  about  the  fun  you  were  having  as 
early  as  July.'1 

Letitia  darted  an  indignant  glance  at  Lan- 
don,  who  colored  and  asked  bluntly  : 

"  How  did  you  know,  Aimes  ?  I  didn't  tell 
you  ! ' 

Aimes  looked  surprised.  "  Why,  no,  I 
haven't  heard  you  say  anything  about  it. 
Did  you  run  across  'em?  I  heard  through 
an  uncle.  My  uncle  and  aunt  spent  the 
summer  at  a  hotel  at  Nascot's  Beach,  the 
hotel  in  which  you  and  Miss  Dean  took  din- 
ner one  night." 

Letitia  arose  abruptly.     There  was  a  scarlet 
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spot  on  either  cheek.  She  did  not  glance  at 
the  bewildered  Landon,  but  spoke  to  the 
junior. 

"  I  wonder  if  Miss  Dean  has  come.  Have 
you  seen  her  ?  ' 

Aimes  looked  from  Letitia  to  Landon,  a 
puzzled  expression  on  his  face.  "  No,  I 
haven't  seen  her,"  he  replied  at  once.  "  We 
might  go  through  the  rooms." 

The  two  moved  away,  leaving  Landon  free 
to  seek  Winifred. 

A  little  later  Lillian  Antwerp,  gay  and  spark- 
ling, passed  the  two,  stopping  to  whisper  to 
Winifred,  "  When  we  go  up  to  the  dressing 
room  I  have  something  to  tell  you." 

They  went  up  together  at  half-past  eleven, 
and  Lillian,  in  a  secluded  corner  amid  heaps 
of  evening  wraps,  divulged  her  news  in  a 
whisper. 

"  There's  something  awfully  queer  going  on, 
Winifred.  Is  Shirley  with  Mrs.  Forest  still  ?  " 

Winifred  nodded. 

"  Have  you  seen  her  ?  Has  Mrs.  Forest 
told  you  what  is  up  ?  ' 

"  No,"  to  both  questions,  "  I  have  no  idea." 

"  Well,  neither  have  we  under  classmen,  and 
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the  uppers  look  as  though  the  world  was 
about  to  end."  Lillian  rushed  her  words  as 
steps  ascended  the  stairs.  "  Belle  came  back 
just  as  Reb  and  I  started,  and  told  us  there 
was  a  chapter  meeting  to-morrow  morning  at 
ten  o'clock,  and  then  she  telephoned  to  the 
Armitage.  Letitia  had  started,  but  I  heard 
her  tell  Mrs.  Acre  that  she  wished  Letitia  to 
attend  the  meeting  without  fail — that  it  was 
most  important  that  she  should  come." 

Winifred  delved  among  the  wraps.  "  And 
she  not  yet  initiated,"  she  whispered. 

"  Isn't  it  peculiar  ?  And  about  Shirley,  too. 
Mrs.  Forest  and  Mrs.  Holbrooke  came  for  her 
this  afternoon,  and  took  Hazel  and  Rose  along 
too.  I'm  dying  to  know  what's  up ! ' 

Winifred's  curiosity  was  also  keen,  but, 
when  she  started  for  college  the  following 
morning,  it  was  ungratified.  She  had  break- 
fasted alone,  the  maid  informing  her  that 
neither  Mrs.  Forest  nor  Miss  Dean  was  up. 
Therefore,  she  knew  that  Shirley  had  re- 
mained there  all  night. 

"  It  may  be,"  she  concluded,  "  that  Shirley 
is  under  discipline  for  that  something — what- 
ever it  was — that  Louise  discovered."  She 
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shivered.  "  It  would  be  awful  to  have  Mrs. 
Forest  and  the  other  alumnae  and  the  upper 
classmen  sit  in  judgment  on  you  !  And  then 
to  know  that  you  are  in  disgrace  and  must  be 
watched  and  report  your  whereabouts — ugh  ! ' 
for  that  was  the  very  humiliating  but  effect- 
ive sorority  discipline. 

She  wondered  if  Letitia  was  also  to  be  dis- 
ciplined after  her  initiation  on  Monday  next. 
And  if  so,  would  Letitia,  who  had  never  been 
disciplined,  submit? 

From  the  office  window,  Winifred  watched 
carriage  after  carriage  deposit  the  city  alumnae 
at  the  door  of  the  chapter  house,  and  her 
interest  mounted  higher  and  higher.  The 
seven  who  constituted  the  Founders'  Week 
committee  were  the  first  to  arrive — Mrs.  Forest 
and  Shirley  the  last.  Midway  in  the  arrivals 
was  Letitia. 

Presently  Winifred's  attention  was  drawn 
across  the  room  to  Chancellor  Haight's  desk. 
It  was  quite  surrounded  by  the  trustees  and 
alumni  who  had  the  public  exercises  of  the 
following  week  in  charge.  There  was  much 
discussion,  much  jotting  down  of  items  and 
much  erasing  of  the  same,  and  yet  continually 
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the  Chancellor's  eyes  sought  the  window  and 
the  Alpha  Gamma  chapter  house. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  Winifred  concluded, 
"  that  he  knows  more  than  I  do  of  what  is 
going  on." 

Occasionally  she  heard  some  one  mention 
the  Acre  Science  Hall  and  the  best  time  to 
announce  Mr.  Acre's  gift,  for  the  public  were 
still  in  doubt  in  the  matter,  no  authoritative 
announcement  having  yet  been  made. 

"  Tuesday,  of  course,"  said  one,  "  will  be 
the  great  day — the  dedication  of  the  audito- 
rium. Why  not  introduce  Mr.  Acre  then  ?  ' 

"  Yes,  that  may  be  the  best  time,"  responded 
Chancellor  Haight,  but  his  tone  was  so  hesitat- 
ing that  the  questioner  looked  up  with  a 
quick,  "  Perhaps  he  will  not  be  here  as  early 
in  the  week  as  Tuesday/' 

"  Mr.  Acre  expects  to  arrive  Monday  even- 
ing," responded  the  Chancellor,  glancing  out 
of  the  window. 

At  eleven  the  telephone  bell  rang.  He  put 
the  receiver  to  his  ear  and  listened  intently. 
"  In  that  case,"  he  spoke  into  the  transmitter, 
"  the  matter  will  never  be  made  public. 
Yes." 
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At  eleven-thirty,  Winifred,  pausing  in  her 
work,  saw  the  door  of  the  chapter  house  open, 
and  Letitia  appeared.  With  head  held  low 
she  hurried  along  College  Avenue,  signaled 
a  car  at  the  corner  and  climbed  aboard. 

Directly  the  telephone  bell  rang  again,  and 
again  the  Chancellor  listened  long  and  re- 
turned only  the  reply,  "  I  congratulate  you  on 
settling  the  matter." 

Hanging  up  the  receiver,  he  turned  to  the 
committee,  and  began  with  an  air  of  definite- 
ness  which  his  manner  had  previously  lacked 
in  speaking  of  the  subject : 

"  Concerning  the  science  hall — yes,  gentle- 
men, suppose  we  have  that  announcement  at 
the  dedicatory  exercises.  It's  a  great  gift, 
and  let  us  give  due  prominence  and  honor  to 
the  giver." 

At  twelve  o'clock,  the  committee  filed  out 
and  left  Winifred  alone  with  the  Chancellor, 
who  turned  from  the  door,  whither  he  had 
escorted  the  men,  and  came  over  to  her  desk. 
He  stood  looking  down  at  her,  one  hand  be- 
hind him,  the  other  having  his  eye-glasses 
hung  on  the  index  finger. 

"  Mrs.  Forest  will  probably  not  see  you  un- 


360  A  Freshman  Co-ed 

til  night,"  he  began  unexpectedly.  "  She  in- 
tends to  meet  committees  this  afternoon,  and 
I  am  to  tell  you  a  little  of  what  has  hap- 
pened." He  opened  his  watch  smiling. 
"  There  is  a  company  of  girls  down  there," 
glancing  toward  the  chapter  house,  "  who  will 
give  you  any  details  that  I  lack." 

Winifred  looked  up  mystified. 

"  Mrs.  Forest  tells  me,"  smiled  the  Chan- 
cellor, "  that  I  must  get  along  this  year  with- 
out you  in  the  office,  although  you  are  to  re- 
main here  in  college." 

"  I — in  college — I  don't  understand  !  " 
cried  Winifred  bewildered. 

The  Chancellor's  smile  broadened.  "  Leti- 
tia  Acre  will — not — remain,"  he  explained. 

Winifred  gasped  and  insisted,  "  I — I  don't 
understand." 

"She  agrees,"  continued  the  Chancellor,  "  to 
leave  Huntingdon  at  once  to  escape  faculty  ac- 
tion, and  escape  having  the  neat  little  scheme 
which  she  concocted  in  the  spring  made 
public." 

"  Neat  little  scheme,"  repeated  Wini- 
fred. "  I — I  know  nothing  concerning  any 
scheme  — — " 
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"  Indeed,  child,  you  suspected  it  in  part  at 
the  time,  and  your  suspicions  were  correct. 
She  intended  to  make  life  in  the  office  and  in 
the  sorority  so  uncomfortable  for  you  because 
of  the  report  which  got  into  the  '  News '  that 
you  would  be  glad  to  slip  out  of  college.  That 
report  she  managed  herself,  very  skilfully." 

Winifred  sat  back  past  speech,  her  eyes,  big 
and  round,  fixed  on  the  Chancellor,  who  pro- 
ceeded slowly,  in  evident  enjoyment  of  the 
news  he  was  relating. 

"  But  it  seems/'  he  continued,  "  that  Mrs. 
Forest  got  hold  of  a  fact  or  two,  with  which 
she  confronted  Miss  Dean  " — Winifred  started 
and  grasped  her  desk  lid  excitedly,  think- 
ing of  the  previous  evening — "  and  Miss 
Dean  confessed  the  whole  thing." 

Suddenly  Winifred  came  to  her  feet  and 
found  speech.  "  And  this  morning,"  she 
pointed  at  the  chapter  house,  "  did  they  con- 
front Letitia  with  the  matter  down  there — be- 
fore all  those  people  ?  ' 

"  Yes,  with  Miss  Dean's  confession,  and 
Mrs.  Forest  telephoned  me  that  Miss  Acre  was 
glad  to  agree  to  anything  to  escape  any  fur- 
ther publicity.  Mrs.  Forest  was  able  to  give 
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her  my  ultimatum — leave  college  or  have  the 
entire  matter  brought  up  for  faculty  action, 
which  would  mean  expulsion.'3 

"  And  Shirley  Dean  ?  " 

"  Miss  Dean  has  been  a  catspaw.  I 
shall  leave  her  to  the  discipline  of  Alpha 
Gamma." 

The  Chancellor  drew  out  his  watch  and 
picked  up  his  hat.  He  had  reached  the  door 
before  a  sudden  exclamation  from  his  secre- 
tary caused  him  to  turn. 

"  Why — I  haven't  thought  before  " — cried 
Winifred — "  but,  there's  the  Acre  Science 
Hall  !  " 

"  Yes/'  the  Chancellor  studied  the  floor 
with  a  peculiar  smile.  "  We  can  scarcely  ex- 
pect Mr.  Acre  to  consummate  his  gift  to  a 
college  which  is  virtually  shutting  its  doors 
on  his  daughter." 

Then,  with  a  change  of  tone  :  "  Child,  I  had 
forgotten  the  name  of  your  father's  partner, 
until  Mrs.  Forest  told  me.  Had  you  re- 
minded me "  he  hesitated  and  turned 

away.  "  As  it  is,  the  matter  is  settled — and 
well  settled." 

The  Chancellor  put  his  hat  on  and  left  the 
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office,  leaving  a  hundred  unasked  questions  be- 
hind him. 

To  the  last  clause  of  his  speech  Winifred 
was  far  too  excited  to  attach  any  special  mean- 
ing. She  started  toward  the  gray  stone  house 
and  luncheon  with  her  head  buzzing  and  her 
thoughts  chaotic.  The  fact  that  she  could  re- 
main in  Huntingdon  was  the  solid  rock 
around  which  her  excitement  eddied. 

Knowing  that  Mrs.  Forest  was  not  at  home, 
she  was  surprised  to  see  the  outer  door  of  the 
gray  stone  house  flung  open  to  receive  her. 
No  one  was  visible  for  an  instant,  and  then 
Louise  Wallace's  mischievous  face  appeared. 

Winifred  gave  a  little  cry  of  delight  and 
flew  straight  into  that  young  woman's  arms, 
half  sobbing  and  half  laughing.  "  Oh,  Louise, 
think  of  it !  I'm  going  to  stay  in  Huntingdon, 
and  I  can't  be  anything  but  glad,  even  though 
the  science  hall  won't  be  built ! ' 

Louise  pushed  the  door  to  with  one  foot 
and  exclaimed  banteringly,  "  Mercy  !  Dean 
Holbrooke  just  passed  and  looked  in  on  this 
moist  scene." 

Winifred  giggled  weakly,  and  fell  back 
wiping  her  eyes.  "  I  don't  care  who  looks  in 
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so  long  as  I  can  stay  right  here ! '  She 
glanced  around  the  library  adding,  "  Right 
here." 

"  I  know  all  about  your  staying,"  an- 
nounced Louise  coolly.  "  Now  sit  here  and 
let's  have  silence  on  your  part  while  I  tell  you 
a  few  other  things  that  I  do  know  and  you 
don't.  Mrs.  Forest  telephoned  me  directly 
after  Miss  Acre  had  shaken  the  dust  of  the 
Hill  from  her  patent  leathers  and  commenced 
her  migration  toward  the  Armitage.  She 
said  she  could  not  see  you  for  hours,  and 
would  I  be  so  *  kind  and  condescending,  meek 
and  lowly  bending/  as  to  come  up  to  eat 
lunch  with  you  and  give  you  the  chapter  that 
I  have  written  on  history's  page.  As  you 
see,  I  came." 

Then  Louise  shed  her  cloak  of  nonsense 
and,  as  the  two  ate  lunch,  told  Winifred  of 
the  discovery  which  she  made  the  previous 
July  in  her  Uncle  Jim's  little  book-shop. 


CHAPTER  XXV 

"  IT'S  ALL  EIGHT  !  " 

"  UNCLE  JIM  lives  away  out  in  the  north 
suburbs,"  Louise  began,  "  and  keeps  all  sorts  of 
second-hand  books  and  magazines  beside  sta- 
tionery and  the  current  periodicals.  In  one 
corner  of  the  shop  he  has  his  desk,  and  be- 
hind it  is  a  typewriter  which  he  seldom  uses, 
because  he  is  so  near-sighted.  When  I  go 
over  to  help  him  I  typewrite  his  letters,  bring 
his  accounts  up  to  date,  and  clean  house  gen- 
erally in  that  corner.  This,  my  dear,  is  to 
explain  how  I  ran  on  a  very  interesting  thing 
which,  at  that  time,  I  had  no  idea  would  ever 
be  connected  with  you." 

Winifred  ceased  to  eat.  She  rested  both  el- 
bows on  the  table  and  clasped  her  cheeks  be- 
tween her  palms,  a  favorite  position  when  she 
was  absorbed. 

"  The  day  I  wrote  you  that  letter  last  sum- 
mer/3 Louise  continued.  "  I  left  it  unfinished 

to  go  down-stairs  to  the  shop.     I  cast  up  the 
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accounts,  and  then  turned  to  the  typewriter, 
which  is  set  on  an  old-fashioned  square  stand 
that  has  two  drawers  underneath.  Those 
drawers  are  used  for  the  typewriting  paper, 
and  ink  erasers  and — oh,  you  know  !  all  the 
little  screw-drivers  and  things  that  belong 
with  the  machine.  In  the  first  letter  I 
started,  I  made  a  mistake,  and  began  hunting 
for  the  ink  eraser.  Uncle  Jim  said  he  had  no 
idea  where  it  was.  He  said  the  machine  prob- 
ably had  not  been  touched  in  a  month,  not 
since  a  girl,  a  stranger,  had  come  in  one  day 
and  asked  if  she  might  use  it  a  few  moments. 
He  said  she  had  a  great  time  at  first  to  man- 
age it  and  guessed  she  used  everything  in 

the  drawer See  here,  child  alive!" 

Louise  broke  off  to  exclaim.  "  Your  eyes  are 
as  large  as  saucers,  and  you're  not  eating 
a  thing.  It's  a  great  tribute  to  my  powers  of 
story  telling,  but  here  I  take  my  stand  until 
you  go  on  with  your  lunch/' 

Winifred  picked  up  her  fork  and  hastily 
obeyed,  not  knowing  whether  she  was  eating 
salad  or  potato.  "  Do  go  on,  Louise,"  she  im- 
plored. 

"  Well,  they   were   in   a  great  state,  those 


« It's  All  Right ! "  367 

drawers.  Good  sheets  of  paper  mixed  up 
with  the  dirty  pieces  of  waste  that  we  use  to 
wipe  the  machine,  and  everything  at  sixes 
and  sevens.  But  in  the  lower  drawer  I  rum- 
maged around  until  I  unearthed  the  eraser, 
which  lay  on  a  crumpled  sheet  of  paper. 
And  on  that  paper  was  the  beginning  of  the 
letter  which  was  picked  up  on  the  cam- 
pus   " 

"  Telling  about  Mr.  Acre's  gift ! "  cried 
Winifred  excitedly.  "  Louise,  was  the  girl 
Letitia  ?  " 

Louise  shook  her  head.  "  No,  it  was  not  Le- 
titia. The  sheet  had  been  torn  exactly  as  that 
campus  letter  was.  Half-way  through  a  mis- 
take had  occurred  and  the  sheet  had  been  cast 
aside.  Well,  you  can  imagine  my  surprise 
after  all  the  fuss  that  Acre  business  caused, 
and  the  efforts  which  were  made  to  hunt  the 
writer  down.  But  when  I  found  out  who  the 
writer  was,  Winifred,  I  was  fairly  dizzy.  I 
carried  the  sheet  to  Uncle  Jim  and  began  to 
question  him.  He  remembered  the  girl  well 
who  used  the  machine.  She  was  the  only 
stranger  who  had  used  it,  and,  consequently, 
she  must  have  been  responsible  for  that 
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typed  sheet.  She  had  come  early  in  the 
morning  just  after  the  shop  was  opened,  and 
had  drawn  the  typewriter  stand  behind  the 
desk  out  of  sight  of  the  shop  while  she  used 
it.  She  was  short  and  plump  and  had  short 
brown  curly  hair " 

"  Shirley !  "  Winifred  cried, "  Shirley  Dean  !  " 

"  Yes,  Shirley  Dean.  When  she  was  leav- 
ing the  shop  she  dropped  her  hand-bag  and 
as  Uncle  Jim  returned  it  to  her  he  noticed 
the  initials  in  silver  letters  on  the  outside, 
'  S.  A.  D.'  He  remembered  them  because 
they  were  his  wife's  also,  before  he  married 
her." 

"  And  Shirley  wrote  that  letter  !  "  Wini- 
fred dropped  back  in  her  chair  thinking. 
"  But  Letitia  particularly  mentioned  Shirley 
as  one  who  knew  nothing  of  the  matter. 
She  told  Mr.  Grey  that  she  had  not  men- 
tioned the  matter  even  to  her  most  intimate 
friend,  Miss  Dean." 

Louise  snapped  her  finger  and  thumb  to- 
gether. "  Fd  give  just  that  for  Miss  Acre's 
word.  It's  as  strong  as  tissue-paper.  I've 
not  quite  finished  the  tale  yet.  But  that  was 
all  I  knew  about  Shirley's  part  when  I  went 


« It's  All  Right ! "  369 

to  Harvey's  Point  and  saw  Mrs.  Forest.  Mrs. 
Forest  at  once  asked  me  if  Uncle  Jim  noticed 
whether  Shirley  was  copying  from  a  paper  or 
composing." 

"  Ah — I  understand  !  '     Winifred  burst  out. 

"  So  did  I  the  moment  she  asked  the  ques- 
tion. And  when  I  returned  here  I  over- 
hauled his  memory  again.  He  said  he  re- 
membered distinctly  that  she  copied  from  a 
paper  which  lay  on  the  stand  beside  the 
machine,  because  she  would  bend  over  occa- 
sionally and  read  from  it.  I  wrote  this  to 
Mrs.  Forest  and,  it  seems,  she  drew  her  own 
inferences  and  acted  on  them.  But  yesterday 
morning  another  bit  that  was  interesting  came 
to  light,  and  furnished  additional  proof  along 
the  same  line.  I  went  down  early  to  put 
Uncle  Jim's  accounts  to  rights  before  school 
began,  and  he  told  me  of  a — to  him — trifling 
circumstance  further  which  he  recalled  in 
connection  with  Shirley.  He  said  that  one 
word  brought  her  to  a  standstill.  She  puz- 
zled over  it  a  while,  and  finally  carried  the 
paper  to  him  so  folded  that  he  could  see  only 
the  word  which  she  could  not  make  out.  It 
was  '  financially.'  But  the  circumstance 
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proved  that  Shirley  was  not  copying  from  her 
own  writing." 

Louise  folded  her  napkin  slowly,  returning 
to  her  light  tone.  "  That's  my  contribution  to 
the  cause.  This  much  I  know,  plus  the  wel- 
come knowledge  that  you  are  to  stay  and 
Miss  Acre  is  to  go.  All  the  in-between  you 
must  get  elsewhere." 

Winifred  hesitated.  "  Louise,  you  know 
so  much  about  it  all — and  have  furnished  the 
proof — the  clew — I'm  sure  the  Chancellor 

won't  mind "  Whereupon,  she  added  a 

still  longer  "  contribution  to  the  cause  '  as 
gleaned  in  the  college  office. 

"  Well,"  Louise  commented,  "  it's  a  good 
thing  all  the  way  around  that  Letitia  and  her 
scheme  are  discovered  just  now.  As  yet, 
Ashley — Mr.  Grey,  I  mean — doesn't  know 
that  I  know  anything  of  the  affair  beyond 
what  he  told  me  himself." 

As  Winifred  accompanied  her  guest  to  the 
door  she  said  soberly,  "  I  am  so  glad  for  my- 
self that  I  can  stay,  but  think,  Louise,  how 
disappointed  every  one  will  be  about  Mr. 
Acre's  gift.  Mr.  Grey  will  wish,  I  am  afraid, 
that  nothing  had  come  to  light,  because  he 
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has  entered   into   the   matter  of  the  science 
building  with  his  whole  soul." 

Louise  stopped  short.  "  Why  Winifred  Lowe ! 
I  had  not  thought  of  that  side  at  all.  And 
here  I  am  the  one  who  threw  the  search-light 
on.  Why-ee ! '  In  her  face  a  variety  of 
expressions  struggled,  but  amusement  finally 
prevailed.  "  I  am  afraid  that  Mr.  Grey  will 
think  he  has  chosen  a  better  half  who  can 
pull  down  as  rapidly  as  he  can  build  up. 
But,"  here  she  struck  a  tragic  attitude, 
"  '  What's  done's  done  ! '  and  I'd  do  the  same 
again.  Good-bye,  dear.  Long  may  you  wave 
in  Huntingdon." 

No  sooner  had  Louise  disappeared  into  a 
car  at  the  corner,  than  Winifred  spied  Lillian 
Antwerp  and  Rebecca  Bicknell  coming  along 
College  Road  at  a  very  undignified  gait, 
which  became  a  run  when  they  turned  in  at 
the  gray  stone  house  and  saw  Winifred  in  the 
doorway. 

"Do  you  know  anything  at  all  about  it?' 
Lillian   demanded    as   she   struggled    breath- 
lessly up  the  steps. 

"  Tell  us  quick,  Winifred,  so  we'll  know 
where  to  begin  !  "  Rebecca  added. 
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Five  minutes  later  the  two  knew  where  to 
begin — and  both  began  at  once,  but  not  at  the 
beginning.  They  were  too  excited  to  tell  a 
coherent  tale. 

"  Think  of  it,  Winifred,"  Lillian  cried,  "  to 
sit  there  as  Letitia  did  with  all  those  rows  of 
alumnae  looking  as  though  they  were  attending 
a  funeral,  and  Mrs.  Forest  reading  Shirley's 
confession  in  the  most  solemn  voice " 

"  And  it  was  dreadful  to  see  Letitia  cry  ! ' 
Rebecca  inserted.     "  I  never  saw  her  shed  a 
tear  before.     But  Mrs.  Forest  made  her  feel  so 
ashamed  that  she  cried  and  cried  and  could 
scarcely  speak ! ' 

Gradually  Winifred  learned  all  that  Shirley 
had  confessed. 

Taking  no  one  into  her  confidence  except 
Shirley,  and  taking  the  precaution  not  to  tell 
her  father  who  the  Chancellor's  secretary  was, 
lest  he  should  object  to  injuring  the  daughter 
of  the  man  he  had  wronged,  Letitia  had  laid  her 
plans.  Meeting  Mr.  Acre  in  New  York,  she 
urged  him  on  until  he  wrote  to  the  Chan- 
cellor definitely  what  he  would  do,  with  the 
details  connected  with  the  gift.  With  these 
details  Letitia  was  familiar. 
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Next,  she  composed  the  letter  which  was  to 
make  the  news  public  without  laying  herself 
open  to  the  suspicion  of  being  the  source  of 
that  news  ;  but  here  she  met  opposition  from 
Shirley,  who  could  handle  a  typewriter,  while 
Letitia  could  not.  Letitia  was  determined  to 
insert  in  the  letter,  "  on  the  authority  of  the 
Chancellor's  secretary,"  and  so  simplifying 
matters  for  herself,  but  at  this  Shirley  drew 
back,  refusing  to  type  a  letter  which  went  to 
that  length.  Fear  of  Alpha  Gamma  re- 
strained her  should  the  facts  ever  become 
known  in  the  sorority,  although  Letitia  de- 
clared that  discovery  was  impossible,  so  care- 
fully had  she  hidden  the  trail.  Therefore, 
the  best — or  worst — that  Letitia  was  able  to 
do  was  to  say  "  on  good  authority." 

Taking  this  copy,  Shirley  sought  out  the 
most  obscure  place  she  could  discover  where  a 
typewriter  was  visible,  chose  a  time  when  the 
proprietor  was  alone,  and  in  this  way,  as  she 
supposed,  covered  all  traces  of  her  work. 

When  the  report  appeared  in  the  "  News ' 
Letitia  at  once  sent  a  copy  to  her  father,  with 
a  letter  in  which  she  told  him  substantially 
the  same  in  regard  to  the  Chancellor's  secre- 
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tary  as  she  had  told  Grey.  There  she  in- 
tended letting  the  matter  rest,  knowing  her 
father  well  enough  to  know  that  he  would 
make  his  opinion  known  and  felt  among  the 
trustees  until  Winifred's  position  became  un- 
tenable. 

The  interview  with  Mr.  Grey,  however, 
forced  her  to  take  a  stand  consistent  with  her 
letter  to  her  father,  but  gave  her  the  oppor- 
tunity, also,  of  assuming  the  role  of  the  in- 
dignant defender  of  Winifred.  This  role  she 
planned  to  play  on  all  occasions,  thus  gain- 
ing credit  for  a  generosity  which  would  shield 
her  from  the  indignation  that  Alpha  Gamma 
was  bound  to  feel  at  the  disgrace  of  one  of 
its  members  and  which  would  fall  on 
Winifred. 

Shirley  told  her  interviewers  that  Letitia 
was  always  watching  Winifred,  and  asking 
what  she  said  to  the  girls  concerning  her, 
Letitia.  Letitia  explained  that  Mr.  Lowe  had 
tried  to  cheat  her  father,  who  had,  however, 
been  keen  enough  to  defend  his  own  interests, 
but  that  when  the  Lowes  told  of  the  circum- 
stance they  reversed  it,  laying  the  blame  on 
Mr.  Acre.  She  seemed  much  surprised, 


« It's  All  Right !  "  375 

Shirley  said,  to  know  that  Winifred  never 
spoke  of  the  matter. 

"  And  to  think,  Winifred,  that  you  kept  all 
that  from  us  ! '  cried  Lillian.  "  I  think  you 
are  splendid  !  But  if  you  had  told " 

"  And  not  to  tell  us  why  you  were  leaving 
college  ! '  interrupted  Rebecca.  "  How  could 
you  leave  Huntingdon  just  so  a  science  hall 
could  be  built !  I  never  could  do  it  T 

"  I  wonder/'  said  Lillian  slowly  as  they 
three  walked  up  the  street  decorously  together, 
"  I  wonder  who  found  out  that  Shirley  typed 
the  letter.  Mrs.  Forest  said  that  the  knowl- 
edge came  through  a  friend  of  hers." 

Winifred  suppressed  a  smile,  and  made  no 
reply,  but  after  a  pause  asked  : 

"What  about  Shirley?  Will  she  stay 
here  ?  " 

Rebecca  sighed  and  nodded.  "  Shirley  is 
all  broken  up  over  the  matter.  We  must  be 
kind  to  her,  but  it  will  be  awfully  hard  ! ' 

At  five  o'clock,  Mrs.  Forest  returned  to  the 
gray  stone  house  and  sought  Winifred.  She 
found  the  girl  sitting  in  front  of  the  library 
grate,  so  intent  on  the  flames  that  she  was  not 
aware  of  her  hostess'  presence  until  Mrs. 
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Forest  took  her  cheeks  between  warm  palms, 
and  kissed  her  lovingly  on  the  lips. 

Presently  they  talked  over  the  events  of 
the  day,  Mrs.  Forest  in  her  easy  chair  and 
Winifred  with  her  head  pillowed  on  her  hand 
against  the  arm  of  the  chair. 

"  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation,  dear,  to 
have  it  all  come  to  you  as  a  surprise.'1  Mrs. 
Forest  stroked  the  girl's  hair.  "  I  confess  to  a 
weakness  for  surprises  when  they  are  pleasant.'3 

After  a  moment's  silence  Winifred  broke 
out  suddenly,  "  But  Landon  " — she  was  recall- 
ing the  understanding  he  seemed  to  have  had 
with  Mrs.  Forest — "  does  Landon  know  ?  ' 

"  Yes,"  smiled  Mrs.  Forest,  "  it  was  neces- 
sary for  Landon  to  know." 

Why  it  was  necessary,  however,  neither 
Mrs.  Forest  nor  Landon  would  state,  and  the 
question  remained  unanswered  until  the 
following  Tuesday,  the  great  day  of  Founders' 
Week.  Then  the  answer  came  in  a  most 
surprising  form,  when  College  Hill  was  in  a 
gala  attire  of  pennants  and  flags  and  alive 
with  marching  and  cheering  students  through 
whose  ranks  a  steady  stream  of  spectators  from 
the  city  surged  up  the  walks  and  into  the 
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great  auditorium.  They  came  to  attend  the 
dedicatory  exercises  and  see  and  hear  the  most 
illustrious  alumna  of  the  college,  Helen  Joyce 
Forest. 

Winifred  was  detained  in  the  office  until 
near  the  hour  appointed  for  the  beginning  of 
the  exercises.  Consequently,  from  her  corner 
she  watched  the  arrival  of  the  trustees,  dis- 
tinguished alumni  and  city  officials  who  had 
been  invited  to  gather  in  the  Chancellor's 
office  preparatory  to  occupying  the  platform 
of  the  auditorium. 

Presently,  when  the  confusion  of  greetings 
and  laughter  and  reminiscences  inside  the 
room  was  vying  with  the  more  distant  con- 
fusion on  the  campus,  there  was  a  stir  about 
the  door,  and  the  Chancellor  hastened  forward 
to  greet  a  newcomer,  or  two  newcomers,  rather, 
father  and  son,  the  former  very  like  the  latter 
in  stature  and  face,  save  that  his  hair  was 
streaked  with  white  above  the  temples  and  his 
face  lined. 

"  Why,"  exclaimed  Winifred  breathlessly 
and  aloud,  "  it's  Mr.  Stearns  !  ' 

Grey  was  standing  near  her  desk,  his  face 
beaming,  exchanging  stories  with  a  classmate. 
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Hearing  Winifred's  exclamation,  he  turned  to 
her  quickly. 

"  Do  you  know  him,  Miss  Lowe  ? ' 

"Know  Mr.  Stearns?  Indeed  I  do,  but  I 
am  so  surprised  to  see  him  here." 

"  He  has  come  for  an  excellent  purpose/5 
smiled  the  lawyer.  "  I  hardly  know  how  he 
came  to  step  so  patly  into  Mr.  Acre's  empty 
shoes,  but  the  Chancellor  says  the  son  does 
know." 

An  exclamation  arose  to  Winifred's  lips. 
She  checked  it.  Her  hands  came  together, 
however,  in  inaudible  applause  behind  her 
desk. 

"  And  this  is  the  understanding  that  Landon 
had  with  Mrs.  Forest ! ' '  she  told  herself. 

"  This  time,  gentlemen,"  the  Chancellor 
was  saying,  "  we  have  not  only  the  promise, 
but  the  money  as  well.  Mr.  Stearns  does  not 
do  things  by  halves." 

Landon  Stearns,  Jr.,  his  face  beaming, gently 
propelled  his  father  through  the  hand-shaking 
group  toward  Winifred's  corner,  and  as  the 
older  man  held  out  his  hand  with  a  cordial 
smile,  the  crowd  on  the  campus,  among  whom 
the  news  concerning  the  science  hall  had  but 
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just  filtered,  raised  the  question  in  stentorian 
tones  : 

"  What's  the  matter  with  the  Stearns  Science 
Hall?" 

And  the  answer  swelled  from  a  thousand 
throats  : 

"  It's  all  right !  " 
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